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And what was he? 
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% The Reader is deſired to obſerve, that the Paſſages om: 'thed i in 
the Repreſentation at the Theatre are here preſerved, and marke ed 
with inverted Commas; as at Line 13 to 15 in Page 3. 
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AC Ti SeEN E, z $:r4t is Venice: 
Enter Roderigo and 1 ago. 


RoPERIGO. 


EVER tell me. I take it much ankingly, 
That thou, Iago, who haſt had my purſe, 
As if the firings were thine, ſhouldit know of this. 
Iago. Put you'll not hear me. 
If ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou told'ſt me, thou did'ſt hold him in thy late 
lago. Deſpiſe me, 
If I 5 not. Three great ones of the city, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his lieutenant, 
Of-capp'd to him; and, by the faith of wan, 
I know my price, I am worth no worſe a place, 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſes, 
© Evades them with a bombaſt circumſtance, 
* Horribly ſtuff'd with epithets of war; 
© And, in concluſion, * 
Non-ſuits my mediators : for certes, ſays he, s 
have already choſe my officer. ; 


Forſooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, 
A fellow * almoſt damn'd in a fair wife; 
That never ſet a ſquadron 1 in the field, 
Nor the diviſion ot a battle knows 
More than a ſpinſter; * unleſs the bookiſh theoric, 
* Wherein the toged conſuls can propoſe 
As maſterly as he:—mere prattle, without practice, 
* Is all his ſoldierſhip. He had the election; 
5 "8 And 


n 
— 
. * 


EL 4 rr 0, 


Ws. =; And I, of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof 

— At Rhodes, at Cyprus; and on 6ther grounds 
; © Chriflian and heathen ; muſt be belce'd and calm'd 

* By debtor and creditor, this counter-caſter ;'— 

He, in good time, muſt his lieutenant be,. . 

And 1 (God bleſs the mark !) his Moor-ſhip's ancient. 
Red. By heaven, I rather would have been his hangman. 
Jago. But there's no remedy ; 'tis the curſe of ſervice ; 

* Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 

And not by old gradation, where each ſecond 

Stood heir to the firſt.” Now, Sir, be judge yourſelf, 

If I in any juſt term am afhn'd 

To love the Moor. 

Reg. 1 would not follow him then, 
Jago. O Sir, content you; 

J follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 

| ; * We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
* Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 

| Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
| That, doting on his own obſequious bondage, 

| « Wears out his time, much like his maſter's aſs, 
F For nought but provender ; and when he's old, caſhier'd : 
| Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves. Others there are, 
Who, trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, 
« Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves ; 
And, throwing but ſhows of ſervice on their lords, | 
Well thrive by them, and When they have lin'd their 


4 coats, 

Do themſelves homage. Theſe fellows have ſome 
* ſoul; 

And ſuch a one do I profeſs myſelf. 

C For, Sir, 


© It is as ſure as you are Roderigo, 

© Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago. 

In following bim, I follow but myſelf,” 
Heaven is my judge! —Not I, for love and duty, 

But, ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end.” 

For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 

In compliment extern, *cis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 
For daws to peck at. I am not what I am. 

Red. What a full fortune does the thick-lips Nabe 

13 If he can carry't thus { | 
23” TP” Iage. 


THE MOOR or VENICE. 4 


Lago. Call up her father, 
Rouſe him: make after him, poiſon his delight, 
* Proclaim him in the ſtreets; : incenſe her kinſmen 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 
, Plague him with flies: though © that' his j joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch changes of vexation on” t, 
As it may loſe ſome colour. 
Nod. Here is her father's houſe; I ll call aloud. 
logo. Do; with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpied in populous cities. 
Rod. What, ho! Brabantio! Signor Brabantio, ho! 
lags. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! ho! Thieves ! 
thieves ! 
Look to your houſe, your daughter, and your bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 


Brabantio above at a window, 


Ba. * What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons ?? 
What is the matter there? 
| Red. Signor, is all your family within? 
Lago. Are your doors lock'd ? 
Bra. Why? Wherefore aſk you this? 
Lago. Sir, you are robb'd; for ſhame, put on your 
* gown : 
* Your heart 1s burſt,* you have loft half your ſoul ; 
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting C.tizens with the bell, 
Or elſe the devil wiel make a grandſire of you. 
Ariſe, |.fav. 
Bra. What, have you loſt your wits ? 
| Rod, Moſt reverend Signor, do you know my voice? 
Bra. Not I: - What are you? , 
Rod. My name 1s Roderigo. 
Bra. The worſer welcome : 
© I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors.” 
In honeſt plainnels thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My daughter is not for thee; and now, in madneſs, 
© Being full of ſupper, and diſtemp'ring draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery,” doit thou come 
To ſtart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 


AS 2 | Bra. 
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Give me a taper. Call up all my people. 


& . 0. 


Bra, But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My ſpirit and my plece have in their power 
To make this bitter io thee. 
Rea, Patience, good Sir, | 
Bra, What tell'ſt thou me of robbing ? This is Venice, 
My houſe is not a grange. 7 
Rog. M-& grave Brabantio, 


In ſimple and pure ſoul, 1 come to you, 


lago. Sie, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve 
God, if the devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do 
* zou ſervice, you think we are ruſfians.“ You'll have 
your daughter cover'd with a Barbary horſe ; you'll have 
your nephews neigh to you: you'll have courſers for 
couſtns, and g-nncts for germans. . 
Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 
lage. J am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
eanzhier aud the Moor are now making the beaſt with 
t backs. 8 | | 
Sa. Thou art — a villain. 
Jg. You are a enatur. | 
He. Tis thou ſhalt anſwer 3 I know thee, Roderigo. 
Red. Sir, I will anſwer any thing, But, I beſeech you, 
* It't be your pleaſure and moſt wit conſent, x 
(As partly, I find, it is) that your fair daughter, 
At this odd even and dull watch o' the night, 
* 'Franfported, with no worſe nor better guard, 
But with a knave of hire, a Gondalier, 
Jo the groſs claſps of a l. ſcivious Moor :— 
* If this be known to you, and your allowance, 
We then hase done you bold and fancy wrongs 
* But, if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
© We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 
That from the ſenſe of all civility | 
* I tags would play and trifle with your reverence. 
© Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 


I fay again, hath made a groſs revolt; 


© Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes 
« 'To an extravagant and wheeling itranger, | 
Of here and every whe.e.” Strait ſatisfy yourſelf. 
If ike be in her chamber, or your houſe, 
Let looſz on me the juſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho!“ 


ruf MOOR or VENICE. - 


This accident is not unlike my dream; 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Eight! I fay, light! 
Iago. Farewell; for I muſt leave you, 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place, 


To be produc'd (as, if I ſtay, I ſhall) =} : . : 


Againſt the Moor. For 1 do know, the ſtate, 
* However this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with ſafety caft him: for he's embark'd 
Wich ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus' war, 
(Which even now ſtands in at) that, for their ſouls, 
Another of his fathom they have none, 
Jo lead their buſineſs, In which regard, 
Though 1 do hate him as I do hell's pazns, 
Yet, for neceſſity of preſent life, 
J muſt ſhew out a flag and ſign of love, 
Which is, indeed, but fign. That you may ſurely bag 
him. | 
Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd ſearch ; 


And there will I be with him, So, farewell. [ Exit. 


Enter below Brabantio and ſervants. 


Bra. It is too true an evil :—gone ſhe is; 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
« [s _ but bitterneſs. Now, Roderige, 


Where did'ft thou fee her ?—Oh unhappy girl! 

Wich the Moor, ſaid'ſt thou? Who would be a 
father? 

How did'ſt thou know twas het— Ob, thou deceiv'ſt 
* me | 

* Paſt thought! —What fad ſhe to you ?*— Get more 
tapers; 


Raiſe all my kindred.— Are they Wel think you? 
Red. Truly, I think,” they are. 
Bra. Oh heaven! how got ſhe out ? 
Oh treaſon of the blood! 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughters? minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus d? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing? 
Rod. Ves, Sir; I have, indeed. 


Bra. Call up my brother, —* Oh, l youbad had her!” 
A 4 Some 
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Some one way, ſome another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 
Rog. I think, I can diſcover him; if you pleaſe 


To get good guard, and go along with me. 


Bra. Pray you lead on. At every houſe Þll call 
J may command at m it : get weapons, ho! | 


And raiſe ſome ſpecial officers of might. 


On, good Roderigo, Pll deſerve your pains, [Excunt. 


SCENE anther Street. 
Exter Othello, and Iago. 


Iago. Though in the trade of war I have ſlain men, 
Yet do | hold it baſe and infamous, x 
To do a contriv'd murder. I lack-iniquity 
Sometimes to do me ſervice :*—nine or ten times 
I thought to have jerk'd him under the ribs, 

O:b. Tis better as it is. 

Togo. Nay, but he prated, 

And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms 
Againſt your honour; 
That with the little godlineſs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray, Sir, 
Are you faſt married? for, be ſure of this, 
That the Magnifco is much belov'd; 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's: he eee you; 
Or put upon you what reſtraint, or grievance 
The law (with all his might to enforce it on) 
Will give him cable. | 
Oth. Let him do his ſpite : 
My ſervices, which I tave done the Signory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boaſting is an honour, 
J hal! promulgate) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal ſiege; and my demerits 
May ſpeak, unbonnetted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, Iago, 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 
I would not my unhouſed free condition 
Put into circumſcription and confine 5 
For the ſea's worth. But look, what lights come yonder? 
L Emer 


rus MOOR or VENICE. 
Enter Caſio, with Torches and Attendants. 


Lage. Thoſe are the raiſed father, and his friends: 


You were beſt go in. 

Otb. Not I: I muſt be found; 

My parts, my title, and my perfect ſoul, 

Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they ? 
Iago. By Janus, I think, no, 


. 0:4. The ſervants of the duke, and my lieutenant, 


The goodneſs of the night upon you, friends! 
What is the news? 8 

Caſ. The duke does greet you, general; 
And he requires your haſte, poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. 

O-h. What is the matter, think you? 

Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine; 
It is a buſineſs of ſome heat. The gallies. 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night, at one another's heels: 

* And many of the conſuls, rais'd and met, 


Are at the duke's already.“ You have been hotly 


call'd for, 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
The ſenate ſent about three ſeveral queſts 
To ſearch you out. | 
0:4. Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And go with you. 

C a/. Ancient, what makes he here? 


[Exit. 


Tage. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-carrack ; 


If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever, 
Ca/. I do not underſtand. 
Jago. He's married. 
Ca. To whom? 


Re-enter Othello. 


Iago. Marry to Come, Captain, wil! you go? 


Otb. Have with you. 
Caſ. Here comes another troop to ſeek for you. 


Eater Brabantio, Roderigo, with Officers. 


Tago. It is Brabantio: general, be advis d; 
He comes to bad intent. 


- 


3 


Otb. 


** 


10 r e 6. 


O75. Holla! ſtand there. 
Rod. Signor, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief! 
[ They draw on both fades. 
Jago. You, Roderigo! come, Sir, I am for yog.— 
0.4. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew will 
ruit 'em. 
Good Signor, you ſhall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 
Bra. O thou foul thief! where haſt thou ſtow'd oF. 
daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her: 
For l'Il refer me to all things of ſenſe, 
Tf ſhe in chains of magic were not bound, 
—— a maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to marriage, that ſhe ſhun'd 
The wealthy carled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 


Run from her gu2 irdage to the ſooty boſom 


Ot ſoch a thing as thou; to fear, not to delight! ; 
T ' UG ge me the world, if *tis not groſs in ſenſe, 
* That thou haſt praclis s'd on her with foul charmss 
* Abus'd her delicate youth with drags, or minerals, 
5 "That weaken notion—l'lI have it diſputed on; 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking;* | 
! therefore apprehend and do attach thee 


For an abuſer of the world, a practiſer 


Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 
— Lay hold upon him; if he do reſiſt, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

0:54, Hold your hands, 
Foth you of my inclining, and the re ' 
Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have known it 
Wichout a prompetr, Where will you that! go 
T anſwer this your charge ? 

Bra. To priſon; 'till fit time 


O law, and courie of direct ſeſfion 


Eu thee to anſwer. 

Orb. What if I do obey? 
How may the duke be therewith ſatisfied; 
Whoſe meſſengers are here about my ide, 
Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the late, 
To bring me to him? 


Fg 


r ⁰ . MOOR oy VENICE. - 
Of. True, moſt worthy Signor, 8 
The duke's in council; and your noble ſelf, 
I am ſure, is ſent for. 
Bra. How! the duke in council! 
In this time of the night! Bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle cauſe. The duke himſelf, 
Or any of my brothers of the tate, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as *twere their own: 
For if ſuch actions may have paſſage free, | 
Bond ſlaves and pagans ſhall our ſtateſmen be. [ Exeunt.. 


SCENE pe Council Chamber. 
Duke and Senators /itting. Officers in waiting, 


Duke. There is no compoſition in this news, 
That gives them credit. | 
1 Sen. Indeed, they are diſpropor̃tion'd; 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven gallies. 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And mine two hundred ; 
But though they jump not on a juſt account, 
© (As in theſe caſes where they aim reports, 
£ Tis oft with difference“) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment, 
] do not fo ſecure me in the error, | 


© But the main article J do approve 
In fearful ſenſe, 


Sailors within.] What hol what ho! what ho!“ 


z nter a Meſfeuger. 


OH. A meſſenger from the gallies. 
Duke. Now! what's the buſineſs * | | 
Meß. The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes: 
So was I bid report here to the ſtate. 
Duke, How ſay you by this change? 
1 Sen. This cannot be, \ 
© By no aflay of reaſon.* ?*Tis a pageant, 
To keep us in falſe gaze: when we conſider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, *_ 
And let ourſelves again but underſtand, | 
© That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion bear it. 8 
| - a For 


12 7. SEE: 0O- 

For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 

* But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make thought of this; 

We muit not think the Turk is ſo unſkilful, 

« To leave that lateſt which concerns him firit ? 

* Negleting an attempt of eaſe and gain, 

To wake, and wage, a danger profitleſs.” | 
Duke. Nay," in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 
Offi. Here i 15 more news. | 


Enter another Meſerger. 


2 Me/. The Ottomites, (reverend and gracious,) 
Steering with due courſe toward the iſie of Rhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after-fleet. — 

1 Sen. Ay, fo I thought: how many, as you gueſs? 

2 Me. Of thirty fail : and now do they re- ſtem 
Their backward.courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signor Montano, 
Your tiuſty and moſt valiant ſervitor, 


With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
| Gives 4 Packet. 


And prays you to believe him. 
Date. *Tis certain then for Cyprus, — 
Marcus Luccheſe, is he not here in town? 
1 Sen. He's now 1n Florence. 
Duke. Write from us, wiſh him, poſt, 1 haſte: 
diſpatch. | 
I, Sen. Here comes Be e and the valiant Moor. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Tago, nn and | 
Officers. 


Dube. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman. — 

I did not fee you; welcome, gentle Signor, {To Brad. 

We lack'd your counſel, and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours: good your grace, pardon me: 
Neither my place, nor ought | heard of buſineſs, 

Hath rais'd me from my bed; nor doth the general Care 
Take hold on me; for my particular g grief 55 
Is of fo flood-gate and o er- bearing nature, 

That it engluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 

And it is fall itſelf, 
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Duke. Why, what's the matter? . «= 


Bra. My daughter! oh, my daughter! 
San. Dead? : 


Bra. Ay, to me; | "4 
She is abus'd, ſtol'n from me, and corrupted vj 
By ſpells and medicines bought of mountebanks: | 
For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, | 
« Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe,” - 

Sans witchcraft could not —— 

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 

Has thus beguil'd your daughter of herſelf, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 

You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, 

After your own ſenſe ; yea, though our proper ſon 
Stood in your action. | 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace, — . 

Here is the man, this Moor; whom now it ſeems, 
Your ſpecial mandate for the ſtate. affairs, 
Hath hicher brought. | 

Duke, We are very ſorry for it. J 

What in your own part can you ſay to this? [To Otbello. 

Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. 4. 

Ot. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend ſignors, 

My very noble and approv'd good maſters ; 

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true, I have married her; . | 
The very head and front of my offending _ ES - ' 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in © my' ſpeech, 27 
And little bleſs'd with the ſet phraſe of peace; 

For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, | 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd of 2 
Their deareſt action in the tented field; | | ; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 

And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 5 
In ſpeaking for myſelf: yer, by your * gracious? patience, 
I will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver i 

Of my whole coutſe of love; what drugs, what charms,  _ 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 9 

(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
| won his daughter with. | . 

Bra. A maiden, never bold; | 
Of ſpirit ſo {till and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſh'd at herſelf; and ſhe, in ſpite of nature, 5 


Fe rr. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 
'Fo tall i in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on f 
It is a judgment maim d, and moſt unperfeR, 
That will confeſs, perfection ſo could err 
© Apainſt all rules of nature; and mult be driven 
To find out praclices of cunning hell, 
© \\ hy this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerſul o'er the blood, 
Or with {ome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 
Dake. To vouch this is no proof, 
* Without more certain and more overt tet _ 
© 'Than theſe thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modern ſeeming do prefer againſt him. 
© 1 Sex. Bot, Othello, ſpeak: 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes 
Subdue and poifon this young maid's affections & 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion 
As ſoul to ſoul affordeth ? 
Oh. I beſeech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her fathers 
If you do find me toul in her report, 
The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life. 
Duke. Fetch Deſdemona havher. 
{ Exeunt Two or Three, * 
Otb. Ancient, conduRt them; you belt know the place, 
[Exit Lago. 


And, till ſhe come, as truly as to heaven 
Ido confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So juttly to your grave cars PL preſent, 
How did 1 thrive 1 in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mene. 
Dute. Say it, Othello. 
Oth. Her father lov'd me; oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life; 
From year to year, the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 
That J have paſt. 
I ran t through, e'en from my boyiſh days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it; 
W herein | ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moving — by flood, and field; 


Of 
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Of hair-breadth ' ſcapes in the imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 
And ſold to ſlavery; of my redemption thence, 
* And portance in my travel's hiſtory: 
© Wherein of antres vaſt, and de farts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whoſe heads wack 
© heaven, 
« It was. my hint to ſpeak, ſuch was the proceſs; 
© And of the cannibals that each other ezt, 
© | he Anthropophagi, and men whoſe heads 
Do grow beneath their ſhoulders.” 
Ot 4 bravely, hardly fought : of victories, 
For which the conqueror mourn'd, fo many fell: 
Sometimes I told the tory of a ſiege, 
Vaerein I had to combat plagnes-and famine; 
Soldiers unpatd ; fearful to fight, | 
Yet bold in dangerous mutiny. Theſe things to hear 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſſy incline; 
But ſtiil the honſe-affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a gre-dy ear 
Pevour up my diſcourſe: which | obſerving, 
Took once a pliant hour; and found good means 
To draw frum her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That 1 would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
W hereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not diſtinctively. I did conſent, | 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsſul firoke 
That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 
She pave me for my pains a world of ſighs: 
She iwore, I faith, ? twas Hrange, ld paſſing grange; 
"Tewas pitiful, "(2 Q5 WONdrous pitiful : 
She wiſh'd the had not heard it; - yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven had made her ſach a man : She thank'd me; 
And bade me, it I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 
And that would woo her. On this hint, 1 ſpake: 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſt, 
And I lov'd her that the did pity them, 
This ovly is the witchcraft J have us'd.— 
Here comes the lady, let her witneſs it. 
Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too. — 
Good Brabantio, 
Take 
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Take up this mangled matter at the beſt; 

Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, - 

Than their bare hands. | 
Bra. I pray you, hear her ſpeak ; 

Tf ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 

Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame 

Light on the man! 


Enter Deſdemona, Iago, and Aitendants, 


Bra. Come hither, gentle miſtreſs ; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where you moſt owe obedience ? 
De/. My noble father, 
] do perceive here a divided duty: 
To you | am bound for life and education, 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to reſpect you. You are the lord of duty; 
I am hitherto your daughter: but here's my huſband ; 
And ſo much duty as my mother ſhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 
Bra. God be with you!'—I have done. 
© Pleaſe it your grace, on ta the ſtate-affairs ;* 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it 
- Come hither, Moor : 
I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my heart 
] would keep from thee. * For your ſake, jewel, 
] am glad at ſoul I have no other child; 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, | 
To hang clogs on them. —I have done, my lord. | 
© Duke. Let me ſpeak like yourſelf; and lay a ſentence, 
Which, as a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe lovers 
Into your favour, —— | 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 
« To mourn a miſchief that is paſt and gone, 
© Is the next way to draw new miſchief cn, 
What cannot be preſerv'd when for:une takes, 
« Patience her injury a mockery makes. | 
Ihe robb'd, that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the thief; 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs grief. | 
5 5 Bra. 
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Bra. So, let the Turk, of Cyprus us begwile, 
We loſe it not, fo long as we can ſmile 
* He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears 
« But the free comfort which from thence he hears: 
But he bears both the ſentsnce, and the forrow, 
That, to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow. 
* Theſe ſentences, to ſugar, or to gall, 
* Being ſtrong on both ſides, are equivocal. 
But words are words; I never yet did hear, | 
* That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
* I Humbly* beſeech you now proceed? to the affairs 

o the ſtate, | 


Due. The Turk with a moſt mighty preparation makes 
for Cyprus. Othello, the fortitude of the place 1s beit 


known to you: * and though we have there a ſubitnute of 
* molt allowed ſufficiency, yet opinion, a ſovereign miſtreſs 
of effects, throws a more fafe voice on you: you muſt 
therefore be content to flubber the gloſs of your new fortunes, 
with this more ſtubborn and boiſterons expedition. 
O44. The tyrant cuſtom, molt grave fenators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down. 1 do agnize . 
A natural and prompt alacrity + 
J find in hardneſs; and do undertake 
This preſent war againſt the Ottomites. 
Moſt — therefore bending to your ſtate, 
I crave fit diſpoſition for my wife; | 
Due reference of place, and exhibition; 
With ſuch accommodation, and beſort 
As levels with her breeding. 
Dude. If you pleaſe,” 
Be't at her father's. 
Bra. ] will not have it fo. 
Orb. Nor IJ. 5 | | 
De /. Nor I; I would not there reſide, * 
To put my father 1a impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moſt gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lead your proſperous ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
To aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. | 
Duke, What would you, Deſdemona ? 
Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right violence and ſtorm of fortunes 


May trumpet to the world. My heart's ſubdu'd . 
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Even to the very quality of my lord: 

I ſaw Othello's. viſage in his mind; + 1 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 

Did I my foal and fortunes. conſecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if 1 be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhalT ſupport, 

By his dear abſence. — Let me go with him. 

Oth, Your voices, lords. - Beſeech you, let her wilt 

Have a free way. | therefore beg it not, 

To pleaſe the palate of my appetite; 

Nor to comply with heat (the young affects, 

In me defunR)- and proper ſatisfaction; 

But to be free ard bounteous to her mind. 

And heaven defend your good {»uls, that you think 
Iwill your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant, 

For ſhe is with me: - no, when light-wing'd toys, 
Of feather'd Dani foil with wanton dulnels 

My ſpeculative and active inſtruments, 

That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs, 
Let © houſewives. make a ſkillet of my helm, 

* And” all indign and baſe adverſities 

Make head againſt my eſtimation. 

Dake. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay or going: the affair cries haſte, 
And fpeed muſt anſwer it. You maſt hence to- night. 

D. To night, my lord? | 

Dube. This night. Br 

Oth, With all my heart. 

Duke, At nine i' the morning here we'll meet io. 
Othello, leave ſome officer behind, | 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect. 
As doth import you, 

Oth. Pleaſe your grace, lago; 
A man he is of honeſty and truſt: 


To his conveyance | aſſign my wife, 


With what elſe needful your good grace ſhall thick. 
To be ſent after me. 

Date. Let it be fo, —— | 
Good night to every one. And, noble Signor, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your ſon-in-law is far. more fair than Hack. 


Sen. 
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Sen. Adieu, brave Moor! Uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her Moor; have quick eye to ſer; 

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. : 

| [ Exeunt Duke and Senators. 

Orth. My life upon her faith. —Honeſt lago. 

My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee : 

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her; | 

And bring them after in the beſt advantage 

Come, Deſdemona, I have but an hour 

Of love, of worldly matter and direction 

To ſpeak with thee: we muſt obey the time. 

[Exeunt Otbello and Deſdemona. 

Red. Tago | 

Jago. What ſayeſt thou, noble heart? 

Rod. What will 1 do, think'ſt thou? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and ſleep. 

Red. I will incontinently drown myſelf. 
Lago. Well, if thou doſt, 1 ſhall never love thee after, 
Why, thou filly gentleman! . - | | 

Red. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a torment z 
and then have we a preſcription to die, when death is our 
phyſician. | 

Jago. O villainous! I have look'd upon the world fox 
four times ſeven years; and ſince J could diftinguiſh be- 
twixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himſelf. Ere I would ſay, I would 
drown myſelf for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would: 
change my humanity with a Faboon. | 
Red. What ſhould I do? I confeſs, it 1s my ſhame to 
be ſo fond; bur it is not in my virtue to amend it. 4 

ago, Virtue? a fig! © 'tis in ourſelves that we are thus, 


* or thus, Our bodies are our gardens, to the which our 


* wills are gardeners. So that if we will plant nettles, 
or ſow lettuce; ſet hyſlop, and weed up thyme; ſupply. 
it with one gender of herbs, or diſtract it with many; 
either have it ſteril with idleneſs, 0! manured with in 
« duſtry ; why, the power and corrigible authority of this 
lies in our will. If the balance of our lives had not 

one ſcale of reaſon to poiſe another of ſenſuality, the 
blood and baſeneſs of our natures would conduct us. 
to moſt prepoſterous concluſions. But we have reaſon, 
to cool our raging motions, our carnal ſtings, our un- 

© bitted luſts; whereof I take this, that you call love, to, 
be a ſet or ſcyon. 5 


Kad. It cannot be. = x Ike. 
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Tago. * It is merely a luſt of the blood, and a permiſſion 
* of the will.” Come, be a man. Drown thyſelf ? drown 
cats and blind puppies. I have profeſs'd me thy friend, 


and * I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving with cables of 


* perdurable toughneſs.* I could never better ſtead thee 
than now, Put money in thy purſe : follow theſe wars; 
defeat thy favour with an uſurped beard.* I ſay, put 
money in thy purſe. It cannot be, that Deſdemona ſhould 
long continue her love to the Moor — Put money in thy 
purſe— nor he his to her. It was a violent commence- 
ment in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable ſequeſtra- 
* ticn,—Put but money in thy purſe.— Theſe Moors are 
* changeable in their wills. — Fill thy purſe with money. 
The food, that to him now is as luſcious as locuſts, ſhall 
be to him ſhortly as bitter as coloquintida. She muſt 


change for youth: when ſhe is ſated with his body, ſte 


will find the error of her choice, —She muſt have change, 
* ſhe muſt: thercfore put money in thy purſe. — If thou 

wilt needs damn thyſelf, do it a more delicate way than 
* drowning. Make all the money thou canſt. If ſancti- 
* mony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian and 
* a ſuper-ſubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, 
and all the tribe of hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her; therefore 
make money. A pox of drowning thyſelf! it is clean 


out of the way. Seek thou rather to be hang'd in com- 


« paſſing thy joy, than to be drown'd and go without her.” 
Kad. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on 
the rue? VVT 
Iago. Thou art ſure of me. — Go, make money. —I 
have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor. My cauſe 1s hearted ; thine hath no 
leſs reaſon, Let us be conjunctive in our revenge againſt 
him. If thou canſt cuckold him, thou doſt thyſelf a 
pleaſure, and me a ſport. © There are many events in 
© the womb of time, which w1ll be delivered.* Traverſe; 


go. Provide thy money, We will have more of this 
to morrow. Adieu. 


Rod. Where ſhall we meet i' the morning? 
Jago. At my lodging. 
Nod. PN be with thee betimes. 


Fd Iago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo? 


Rod. What ſay you? 
lago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 
Rod. I am chang'd, I'll go fell all my land. 
".. > W Iago. 
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Jago. Go to, farewell; put money enough in your 
purſe —— | . [ Exit Roderigo. 
Thus do 1 ever make my fool my purſe: 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane, 
If I ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, 
But for my ſport and profit. I hate the Moor; 
And it is thought abroad, that *twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office, I know not, if 't be true; 
Bat I, for mere ſuſpicion in that kind, FL 
Will do, as if for — He holds me well; 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him. 
Caſſio's a proper man. Let me fee now. 
Jo get his place, and to plume up my will, 
A double knavery How? how ?—Let's ſee: 
After ſome time to abuſe Othello's ear, 
That he is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe, 
To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make women falſe, 
'The Moor 1s of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honeſt that but ſeem to be ſo; 
And will as tenderly be led by the noſe, | 
As afles are. | 


J have't; it is engender'd : hell and night 
Maſt bring this monſtrous birth to the world's light. 
| | . [ Exit, 
r. 
SCENE, The Capital of Cyprus. 
Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 
; * MonTano. 
, HA from the cape can you diſcern at fea? 
a 1 Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought 


© flood ; 

I cannot *twixt the heaven and the main 
© Deſcry a fail. | | 

Mont. Methinks the wind hath ſpoke aloud at land; _ 
© A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd ſo upon the ſea, 
© What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them; 
* Can hold the mortice? What ſhall we hear of this E 

© 2 Gent, 
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Give him defence againſt the elements, 
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© 2 Gent. A ſegregation of the Turkiſh fleet: 
© For do bat ſtand upon the foaming fhore, 
© The chiding billows ſeem to pelt the clouds; 
The wind-ſhak'd ſurge, with high and monſtrous main, 
Seems to caſt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixcd pole. 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mont. If that the Turkiſh fleet 
Be not infhelter'd, and embay'd, they are drown 'd; 
It is impoſſible they bear it ont, 


© Enter a Bird Gentleman, 


© 3 Gent. News, lads! our wars are done: 
The deſperate tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turks, 
* That their deſignment halts. A noble ſhip of Venice 
© Hath ſeen a grievous wreck and ſufferance | 
Of moſt part of their fleet. 
* Mont. How! is this true? 
* 3 Gent. The hip is here put in, 
A Veroneſe; Michael Caſſio, 
© Lieutenant of the warlike Moor Othello, 
* Is come on ſhore: the Moor himfelf's at ſex, 
And is in full commiſſton here for Cyprus. 
* Mont. I'm glad on't; *tis a worthy governor, 
3 Gent, But this ſame Caſio, though. he ſpeak of comfort 


. Touching the Turkiſh loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 


And prays the Moor be ſafe; for they were parted _ 

* With foul and violent tem veſt, 
Mont. Pray heavens, he be: 

For ] have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
© Like a full ſoldier. Let'> to the ſea-fide, ho! 
As well to ſee the veſſel that's come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for bra:e Othello, 
Even till we make the main, and the acrial blue 
An indiſtinct regard, ] 

© Gent. Come, let's do fo; 
For every minute is Expectancy 
. of more arrivancs. 


Enter Caffe. Lu 


Ca/. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike iſle, 
That fo approve the Moor: oh, let the heavens 
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For I have loſt him on a dangerous ſea! 
Mont. Ts he well ſhip'd ? - 
Caſ. His bark is 7 timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance; | 
© Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited to death, 5 
Stand 1a bold cure.“ 
Within.] A fail, a fail, a fail! 
Caſ. What noiſe? 
Gent. The town is empty; on the brow o' the ſea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry, —a fail. 
C aſ. My hopes do ſhape him tor the governor. 
© Gent. They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſy : 
Our friends, at leaſt. { Guns heard.” 
Ca/. 1 pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who *tis that is arriv'd, 
Gent. I ſhall. | Exit. 
Mont. But good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd? 
Caſ. Moſt fortunately : he hath atchiev'd a maid 
That paragons deſcription, and wild fame 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And in the eſſential veſture of creation 
6 Does bear all excellency” 


- 


Enter a Gentleman, 

How now? who has put in ? 

Gent. Tis one Iago, Ancient to the general. 

Caſ. He has had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed 2 
Tempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howhng winds, 
N The gutter'd rocks, and congregated ſands, ' 

* Traitors enſteep'd to <log the guiltleſs keel; 
As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 

Their mortal natures, letting ſafe go by 

The divine Deſdemona, | 

Mont. What is ſhe ? 

Caf. She that I ſpake of, our great captain's captain 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago; 
© Whoſe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A ſe'nnight's ſpeed. Great Jove, Othello guard, 
© And ſwell his ſail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may bleſs this bay with his tall ſhip, 
Make love's quick pants in Deſdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted ſpirits, 
| And bring all Cyprus comfort·— „ 
Enter 


== ST H2'22 7G - - 
E ai Deſdemona, 08 Roderigo, and Emilia. 


O behold, 
The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore! 
Ve men of N N= let her have your knees.“ 
Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round ! 
De,. I thank you, valiant Caſſio; 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and wall be ſhortly here. 

Oe. O, but I fear: how loſt you company ? 
Caſ. The great contention of the ſea and ſkies 
Parted our fellowſhip. * But, hark! a fail 

* Wihin.] A fail, a fail! [ Guns beard.” 
© Gent, They give this greeting to the citadel : 
This likewiſe is a friend. 


* Caf. See for the news. LA. Attendant goes out. 
Good Ancient, you are welcome, Welcome, miftreſs. 
[To Aubin, 


Let it not gall your patience, good Iago, 

That I extend my manners: tis my breeding 

That gives me this bold ſhew of courtely, [XI. ber. 
Iago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 

As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 

You'd have enough, _ | 

De/. Alas! ſhe has no ſpeech. 

Iago. In faith, too much; | 
© L find it till, when I have liſt to ſleep.? 

Marry, before your ladyſhip, I grant, 
She put her tongue a little ia her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

nil. You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. 

Lago. Come on, come on; you're pictures out of doors, 
| Bells i in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 

Players in your houſewifery, and houſewives in your beds! ! 
| Def. O, fie upon thee, ſlanderer ! 

Lago. Nay, it is true, or elſe I am a Turk; 

You riſe to play, and go to bed to work. 
Artril. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 
lago. No, let me not, | + 
e Def. 


— 
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That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate, 

De/. 'The heavens forbid, 
But that our loves and comforts ſhould encreafe, 
Even as our days do grow! 

O:h. Amen to that, ſweet powers! 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here; it is too. much of joy. 
And this, and this,” the greatelt diſcords be Ai hu hey, 
That e er our hearts ſhall make! | 

Tago. Ob, you are well-tun'd now! 
Put I'll let down the pegs that make this muſic, 
As honeſt as I feem. [ L/ize. 

045. Come, let us to the caſtle,” 
News, friends; our wars are done; the Turks are drown'd, 
tow do our old acquaintance of this iſle? 
Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
have found gr-at love amongſt them. Oh my ſweet, 
{ prattle out of faſluon, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. Pr'ythee, good Iago, | 
Go to, the bay, and diſembark my coffers : | 

Tring thou the maſter to the citadel ; 
ile 1s a good one, and his worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 
{ Exeunt Othello, Deſdemona, as „ 45 

Jago. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour.“ 
Come thither, if thou be'ſt valiant; *© as {they ſav} baſe 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their na- 
* tures, more than is native to them.'—Lit me. The 
licutenant to-night watches on the court of guard. Firſt, 
L mutt tell thee, this Deſdemona is direly in love with 
Sik 
Red. With him! why, tis not poſſible ? 
Lago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy ſoul be inſtruded. | 
Mark me with what violence ſhe firſt lov'd the Moor, but | 
for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical lies. And will 1 
ſhe love bim ſtill for prating ? let not thy diſcreet heart | 
think it. Her eye mutt be fed; and what delight ſhall + 
ſhe have to look on the devil? © When the blood is made 2 
dull with the act of ſport, there ſhould be, — again to in- 
flame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh appetite, — Iovelneſss 
* in favour, ſympathy in years, manners, and beauties; 
8 all which the Moor 1 15 detective i in. Now, for want of. 
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* theſe required conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will 
* find itſelf abuſed, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh 
* and abhor the Moor; very nature will inſtruct her in it, 
and compel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now, Sir, 
© this granted (as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd poſi- 
© tion) who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of this fortune, 
© as Caſio does? a knave very voluble; no farther 
© conſcionable, than in putting on the mere form of civil 
* and humane ſeeming, tor the better compaſſing of his 
ſalt and moſt hidden looſe aſfection? Why none; why 
none: a {hppery and ſubtle knave; a finder of warm 
* occaſions; that has an eye can ſtamp and counterfeit 
© advantages, though true advantage never preſent itſelf. 
< A deviliſh knave: beſides, the knave is handſome, 
young, and hath all thoſe requiſites in him, that folly 
and green minds look after. A peftilent complete 
£ knave ; and the woman hath found him already.” | 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; ſhe is full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition. | 5 

Iago. Bleſs'd figs' end! the wine ſhe drinks is made 
of grapes. If ſhe had been bled, ſhe would never 
© have lov'd the Moor :? bleſs'a pudding! Didſt thou not 
ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand? did not 
mark that? | 

Rod, Yes, that I did ;- but that was but courteſy, 

Jago. Letchery, by this hand! an index, and obſcure 
pre log ue to the hiſtory of luſt, and foul thoughts. They 
met ſo near with their lips, that their breaths embrac'd 
© together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo! when theſe 
mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hard at hand comes the 
© main exerciſe, the incorporate concluſion. Piſh !—But,? 
Sir, be you rul'd by me. I -have brought you from 
Venice, Watch you to-night. For the command, I'II 
lay't upon you. Caſſio knows you not: — l'll not be far 
from you. Do you find ſome occaſion to anger Caſſio, 
either by ſpeaking too loud, or taunting his diſcipline ; 
or from what other cauſe you pleaſe, which the time ſhall 
more favourably miniſter, 

Red. Well. | 

Tago. Sir, he's raſt, and very ſudden in choler: and, 


| haply, may ſtrike at you Provoke him, that he may: 
for, even © out? of that will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to 


muti:.y ; whoie qualification ſhall come into no true taſte 
again, but by the diſplanting of Caſſio. So ſhall you 
1 . © have 
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have a ſhorter journey to your deſires, by the means 1 
* ſhall then have to prefer them; and the impediment 
* moſt profitably removed, without which there were no 
* expectation of our proſperity.” 

Rod. L will do this, if you can bring it to any op- 
po tunity. ES 


Iage. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 


citadel, I mult fetch his neceſſaries aſhore. Farewell. 
Rod. Adieu. | | [ Exit. 
Iugo. That Caſſio loves her, I do well believe it; 

Thar fhe loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit: 

The Moor, —howbeit that I endure him not, —— 

Is of a conſtant, loving, noble nature; 

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Deſdemona 

A moſt dear huſband, Now I love her too; 

Not out of abſolute luſt (though, peradventure, 

J ſtand accountant for as great a fin) , 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 
ath leap'd into my feat. The thought whereof 

Doth, like a poiſonous mineral, gnaw my inn aids, 

And nothing can, or ſha'l content my foul, | 

Ti J am even with him, wife for wite: 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moor 

At laſt 110 a jealouſy ſo ſtrong, 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do. 

If this poor brach of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on, 

I'll have our Michael Caſſio on the hip; 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the rank garb, 

{For I fear Caſſio with my night-cap too) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me 

For making him egregiouſly an aſs, 

And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madneſs, Tis here, but yet confus' d; 

Knavery's plain face is never ſeen, till us'd. [Exits 


«SCENE a Street. 


Enter Herald with a Proclamation. 


Her. It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and valiant 
gener. l, that upon certain tidings now arriv'd, importing 
* the mere perdition of the Turkiſh fleet, every man put 
* bimſelf into triumph; ſome to dance, ſome to make bon- 
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* fires, each man to what ſport and revels his addiction leads 
«him; for, beſides this beneficial news, it is the celebra- 
tion of hs nuptials. So much was his pleaſure ſhould be 
* proclaimed, All offices are open ; and there is fall liberty 
' of fealling, from this preſent hour of five, till the bel! 
* hath told eleven, Fleſs the iſle of Cyprus, and our noble 
general Othello!“ 8 


SCENE the Caſle- gate. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Cafio, and Attendants. 

O., Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night 2 
Let's teach our{-lv-s that honou: able top, 
Not to out- ſport diſcretion, 

Ce}, Iago hath direction what to do: 
But, notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye 
los tot. | 

Ob, lago is moſt honeſt, h 
*ichael, good night. To-morrow, with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech wich you. — Come, my dear love, 


he purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſue; [To Dad. 

Pat profit's yet to come teen me and you, ” 

-— (300d night. [Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona, 
3 Enter lago. | 


* Caf, Welcome, Iago: we muſt to the watch. | 
lago. Not this hour, lieutenant : tis not yet ten o*clock, 
Our general caſt us thus early, for the love of his Deſde- 
mona: whom let us not therefore blame; he hath not yet 
made wanton the night with her, and the is ſport for 
OVE 
Caf. She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 

Jago. And, T'!l warrant her, full of game. 

Caf. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate creature, 

Jago. What an eye ſhe has! methinks, it ſounds a par- 
I-y to provocation. | 

Ca/. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right modeſt, 

Jago. And when lhe ſpeaks, is it not an alarum to 

love ? 

Caſ. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Jago. Well, happineſs to their ſheets! Come lieu- 
tenant, I have a ſtoop of wine; and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain-have a meaiure 
to the health of the black Othello. 


Cal: 
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Caf. Not to-night, good Iago. I have very poor and 
unhappy brains for drinking : could well wiſh courteſy 
would invent ſome other cuſtom of entertainment. 

Jago Oh, they are our * But one cup; Pll 
drink for you. 

Caf. J have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was 
craftily qualified too; and, behold, what innovation it 
makes here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare 
not talk my weakneſs with any more. 

Jago. What man? tis a night of revels; the gallants 
- defire it. 

. Ca/. Where are they ? 

Jago. Within. I pray you call them hither. 

Cal, Fil do't, but it diilikes me. [ Zxit Cafes 

{ago. If I can faiten but one cup upon him, 

With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, 

As my young miſtreſs's dog. 

Now, my fick fool, Roderigo, 

Whom love hath d almoſt the wrong ſide on 

To Deſdemona hath to-night carouz'd 

Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch. 

Three lads of Cyprus—noble ſwelling ſpirits, 

That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 

The very elements of this warlike iſle, 

Have I to-night fluſter'd with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, mongſt this flock of 
drunkards, | 

Am l to put our Caffio in ſome action 

That may offend the iſle. —But here they come. 

If conſequence do but àpprove my dream, 

My boat fails freely, boch with wind and ſtream. 


Emer Caſſio, Montano, and Gentlemen, 


Caſ. *Fore heaven, they have given me a rouſe already, 
Mont. Good faith, a little one. Not paſt a pint, as 13 
am a ſoldier. | 
Jago. Some wine, ho! Lago ſongs, 

And let me the canakin clink, clink, link, | 

And let me the canakin Sinks 

A joldier's a man; 

A life's but a ſpan; 

Why, then ket a ſoldier drink. 


wine, boys! 9 
B 4 Caſ. 
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Caf. *Fore heaven, an excellent ſong. 
Zago. I learn'd it in England: where (indeed) they are 

molt potent in potting. Your Dane, your German, and 

your ſwag-bellied Hollander—Drink, ho !—are nothing 
to your Engliſh, 

Caf. Is your Engliſhman fo exquiſite in his drinking? 

lago. Why he drinks you, with facility, your Dane 
dead drunk; he ſweats not to overthrow your Almain; 
he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle can 
be filled. 

Caf. To the health of our general. 

Men. J am for it, lieutenant ; and I'll do you juſtice, 

Iago. Oh ſweet England! 

King Stephen was a worthy peer, 
His breeches c:ft him but à crown ; 
He held them fix-pence all 199 dear, 
With that he callid the taylor lagen. 
He was a xb of high renown, 
Aud thuu art but of low degree : 
Jig pride that pulls the country down, 
« Then take thine auld cloak about thee." 

Some wine, ho! 

Caf. Why, this is a more exquiſiz ſong ma the 

other. 

Jago. Will you hear it again? | | 

Caf. No; "a I hold him to be 83 of his place, 
that does thoſe things.—Well— Heaven's above all; 
and there be fouls that muſt be ſaved, and there be fouls 
muſt not be ſaved. | 

Iago. It's true, good lieutenant, 

Caf. For my own part no offence to the general, nor 
any man of quality I hope to be ſaved. 

Jago. And ſo do I too, lieutenant. 

Caſ. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient, Let's have 
no more of this.—Let's to our affairs. Forgive us our 
fins! gentlemen, let's look to our buſineſs. Do not 
think, gentlemen, I am drunk. This is my Ancient; — 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand. I am not 
drunk now; 1 can ſtand well enough, ard I 1 well 
enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caſ. Why, very well then; you muſt not think then 


that I am drunk. . 
Mane ui 
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Manent lago and Montano. 


Mont, To the platform, maſters; come, let's ſet the 
watch, 

Zago. You ſee this fellow that is gone before: : 
He is a ſoldier fit to ſtand by Cæſar, 
And give direction. And do but ſee his vice; 
Tis to his virtue a juſt equinox, 
The one as long as the other, *Tis pity of him z? 
I fear, the truſt Othello puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his Ys 
Will hake this iſland. 

Mont. But is he often thus? 

Iago. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep : 
He'll watch the horologe a double ſet, | 
« If drink rock not his cradle,” 

Mont. It were well 
The general were put in mand of it. 
Perhaps, he ſees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Caſio, 
And looks not on his evils. Is not this true? 


Enter Roderigo. 


Tay 29%. How now, Roderigo! 
I pray you after the lieutenant, go. Exit Rod. 
Mont. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſuch a place, as his own ſecond, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity: 
It were an honeſt action to ſay o 
Unto the Moor. | 
Iugo. Not I, for this fair iſland. 
I do Jove Caſſio well; and would do muck 
To cure him of this evil. But hark, what noiſe ? 
e within Help! help! 


Re-enter Caſio, driving in Roderigo. 


Caſ. You rogue! you raſcal! 
Mens What's the matter, lieutenant? 
Ca. A knave!—teach me my duty 
In beat the knave into a twiggen bottle, 
Rod. Beat me! | 
Caſ. Doſt thou prate, rogue? 


Dont. Nay, good lieuteraut; [Staying bim. 
Cof. 


J pray you, Sir, hold your hand, 
B 5 3 
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Caſ. Let me go, Sir, or Ill knock you o'er the 
mazzard, | | 
Mont, Come, come, you're drunk. 
Ca/. Drunk? {They fights 
Jago. Away, 1 ſay, go out and cry, a mutiny. | 
| Exit Roderigo. 
Nay, good lientenant—* Alas, gentlemen— | 
* Help, ho!—Lientenant'—Sir—Montano—* Sir!“ 
Help, maſters! here's a goodly watch, indeed! — 
Who's that, who rings the bell? —“ diablo, ho! . 
| [ Beil rings. 
The town will riſe. Fig, fie, lieutenant ! hold: 
You will be ſham'd for ever. 


Enter Othello and Attendants. 


Obb. What is the matter here? | 
* Mext, I bieed ſtill, I am hurt to the death he dies.“ 
Oth, Hold, for your lives. | | 
Lage. Hold, ho! lewenant—Sir—Mantano——— 
* Gemlemen | 
* Have you forcot all ſenſe of place and duty? | 
* told, hold! the general ſpeaks to you; hold, for ſhame— 
©0:45,* Why, how now, ho! From whence ariſeth this? 


Are we twrn'd Turks; and to ourſelves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 


For chritiian ſname put by this barbarous brawl : 
He, that ftirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Holds bis fout light; he dies upon his motion— 
| Bell rings again. 
Silence that dreadfal bell; it frights the iſle ' 
From her proprietv., What is the matter, maſters ?— 
Honeſt Iago, that look'ft dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this? on thy love I charge thee. 
Lage. I do not know. — Friends all, but now, even now, 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Diveiiing them for bed; and then, but now—— 
As if ſome planet had unwitted men 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breaſt, 
In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak 
Any beginning to this peeviſh odds; 
And, would, in action glorious J had loſt 
Thoſe legs that brought me to a part of it! | 
©14, How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot 4 „ 
ä Caf. 


— 
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Caf I pray you, pardon me; I cannot ſpeak * 
01h. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil; 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your youth x 

The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler? Give me anſwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger, 
Your officer, Iago, can inform you— | 
While I ſpare ſpeech (which ſomething now offends ms) 
Of all that I do know : nor know 1 aught | 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this night, 

Unleſs ſe!f-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend ourſelves it be a fin, 
When violence aſſails us, p 

O.. Now, by heaven, 
My blood begins my ſafer guides to rule; 
And paſſion, having my bei judgment collied, 
* Aﬀays to lead the way.“ IT I once ſtir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the beſt of you 
Shall ſink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who ſet it on 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, : 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loſe me. What! in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brim- full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court ot guard and ſafety ! 
is monſtrous. Iago, who began't ? | 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, 

Thou art no ſo dier. | 

Iago. Touch me not fo near: 

T had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 

Than it ſhouta do offence to Michael Caſſio: 

Yet [ perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the truth 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general: 

Montano and myſelf being in ſpeech, 

There c mes a fellow, crying out for help, 

And Caſſio following him with determin'd ſword, 

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 

Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe; 
Myſelf the crying fellow did purſue, | 
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Jeſt, by bis clamour (as it ſo fell out 
The town might fall in fright. He, ſwift of foot, 
Out-ran my purpoſe; and I return'd, the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords, 
And Caſſio high in oath ; which till to-night 
I ne'er might ſay before. When I came back, 
(For this was brief) I found them cloſe together 
At blow and thruſt; even as again they were, 
When you yourſelf did part them, 
More of this matter cannot I report : | 
Bot men are men; the beſt ſometimes forget: 
Thou Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ſtrike tho'e that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet, ſurely, Caſbo, I believe, receiv'd 
From him, that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 
Which patience could not pals. 

Ob, Fknow, Iago, 
Thy honeſty and love doth min ce this matter, 
Making it hght-to Cafſio.—Caſſio, I love thee, 
But never more be officer of mine. — 


Enter Deſdemona a!tended. 


Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up 


III make thee an example. 


De. What is the matter, dear? 

O:h, All's well, now, ſweeting : come away to o bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, myſelf will be your ſurgeon. 

[To Montano, 
Lead him of —— _ - ewhois led off 
Jago, look with care about the town; 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. — 
Come, Defdemona ; 'tis the ſoldiers” life, 
To have their rays ſiumbers wak'd with flrife. 
[ Exit. Manent Iago and Caſſio. 

Jago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant; 

Caſ. Ay, paſt all ſurgery. 5 

Igo. Marry, heaven forbid! 

07 Reputation, reputation, reputation ! oh, I have 


loſt my reputation! J have loſt the immortal part of my- 


ſelf, and what remains is beſtial, My reputation! Iago, 


my reputation! 


Lago. As | am an honeſt man, I bad thought you had 


5 r e ſome bodily wound; z there is more ſenſe in that, 


than 


ra MOOR or VENICE. 37 


than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and moſt falſe 
impoſition; oft got without merit, and loſt without de- 
ſerving. You have loſt no reputation at all, unleſs you 
repute yourſelf ſuch a loſer. What, man! there are 
ways to recover the general again, * You are but now caſt 
in his mood, a puniſhment more in policy than in malice; 
* even ſo as one would beat his offenceleſs dog, to affright 
an imperious lion.” Sue to him again, and he's yours. 
Caf, I will rather ſue to be deſpiſed, than to deceive fo 
good a commander, with fo ſlight, ſo drunken, and fo 
1ndiſcreet an officer. Drunk, and ſpeak parrot? and 
* ſquabble ? ſwagger * ſavear ? and diſcourſe fuftian with 
© one's own ſhadow oh thou invincible ſpirit of wine; 1 
thou haſt no name to be known by, let us call thee— 
devil! 5 
Iago. What was he that you followed with your ſword? 1 
What had he done to you ? 8 
Caf. | know not. 
age. Is it pcfhble ? 1 
Caſ. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing diſ- 
tinctly: a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.—Oh, that 
men ſhould put an enemy in their mouths, to ſteal away 
their brains! © that we ſhould with joy, revel, pleaſure, _ 
and applauſe, transform ourſelves into beaſts! 
Iago. Why, but you are now well enough. How came 
yoa thus recovered ? OM 
Caf. It has pleaſed the devil, drunkenneſs, to give 
place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectneſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf, _ 
Tago. * Come, you are too ſevere. a moraler. As the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country 
« ſtands,” I could heartily wiſh this had not befallen; but 
fince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 
Ca/. I will aſk him for my place again; he ſhall tell 
me, I am a drunkard! Had I as many mouths as hydra, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To be now a ſenfible 
man, by-and-by a fool, ard preſently a beaſt !. Oh 
ſtrange! Every inordinate cup is unbleſs'd, and the in- 
gredient is a devil. : a 
Ingo. Come come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well uſed: exclaim no more againſt it. 
And, good lieutenant, I think, you think, I love you. 
Caſ. I have well approv'd it, Sir.—I drunk! 


— 


* 
122 


{ago, | 


Lage. You, « or any man living, may. be nk: at ſome 
time, man. I tell you what you ſhall do: our general's 
wife is now the general: —* I may ſay ſo, in this reſpect, 
for that he hath devoted and given up himſelf. to the 
* contemplation, mark, and denotement, of her parts 
and graces. Confeſs yourſelf freely to her,” importune 
her help to put you in your place again. She is of ſo free, 
ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a diſpoſ tian, * that” ſhe holds 
it a vice in her goodneſs not to do more than * ſhe” is re- 
queſted. This broken joint between you and her huſ- 
band, intreat her to ſplinter ; and my fortunes againſt 
* any lay worth naming, this crack of your love mall 

* grow ſtronger than it was before.” 

Ca}. You adviſe me well. 

Iago. I proteſt, in the ſincerity of love, and boneſt 

Kkindneſs. 

Ca I think it freely ; ; and betimes in the morning [ 
will beſee ch the virtuous Deſdemona to undertake for me. 

I am deſperate of my fortunes, if they check me here, 

Jago. You are in the rag. Good night, lieutenant ; 
I mull to the watch. 

Ca/. Good night, honeſt Iago. Exit Caſſio. 

Iago. Ard what's he then, that ſays, I play the rhein > 

When this advice is free I give, and honelt ; 
Probable to thinking, and (indeed) the courſe 
To win the Moor again. For *tis molt eaſy 
'The inclioing Deſdemona to ſubdue 
In any honet fuir; * ſhe's fram'd as froitful 
As the fre: elements. And then for her 
* To win the Moor, —were't to renounce bis baptiſm, 
All ſeals and ſymbols of redeemed fin, — | 
His ſoul is ſo enfetter'd to her love 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſne lin, 
Eve as her-appetite ſhall play the god 
With his weak function. How? am I then a villain, 
To counſel C ſſio to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his good? 'Tis hell's divinity. 
When devils will their bla: keſt ſins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 
As I do now. —For while this honeſt fool 
Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortunes, 
And ſhe for him p!eads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this peſtilence into his ear. 
That he repeals him for hes body” s luſt: 


3 : And 
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And, by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, | 
She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor, 

So will I turn her virtue in o pitch; 


And out of her own goodneſs make the net. 
That hall enmeſh them all, —How now, Roderigo ? J 


Tots; Roderigo. 

Red, I do follow here in the chace, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money 
is almoſt ſpent ; I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgelled; and, I think, the iſſue will be - I ſhall have 
ſo much experience for my pains: and ſo, with no money 
at all, and a little more wit, return again to Venice. 
| 1 How poor are they that have not patience |— 

What wouad did ever heal but by degrees? LE 
Thou know'ft we work by wit, and not by witchcraft z ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. If 4 
Does't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee ; 7 
And thou, by that ſmall hurt, haſt caſhier d Caſſio. 

Though other things grow fair againſt the ſun, 

« Yet fruits, that blofom firſt, will firſt be r. pe. 

Content thyſeif a while. —By the mais, tis morning: - 

£ Pleaſure, and action, make the hours ſeem ſhort. 

Retire thee; go where, thou art billetted. 

Away, I ſay.— Thou ſhalt know more hereafter. 

— Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Roderigo. 

Two things are to be done; 

My wife muſt move for Calio- to her Aae - 

F'11 ſet her on: : 

Myteif, the while, will draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find -- | 
Soliciting his wite': ay, that's the way : $554 : 
Dull not device by coldneſs and delay. [Eat | 
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< SCENE, The Cafth. 
Enter Caſſio with Muft.ians. 
«Cas310. 
ASTERS, play here, — 1 will content your 
Something s brict; ; and bid, Good-morrow, general, 


* plays; and eater Clabůn. 
CCloaun. 
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© Clown. Why, maſters, have your inſtruments been in 
Naples, that they ſpeak i' the noſe thus ? 
* Muf. How, Sir, how! 
© Chwn. Are theſe, I pray you, wind inſtruments ? 

* Muf. Ay, marry, are they, Sir. 

© Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. 

* My/. Whereby hangs a tale, Sir ? 

© Clown. Marry, Sir, by many a wind inſtrument that 
© | know, But, maſters, here's money for you: and the 

general ſo likes your muſic, that he deſires you, of all 
'© Joves, to make no more noiſe with it. 

* Muf. Well, Sir, we will not. 

* Clown, If you have any muſic that may not be heard, 
© to't again: but, as they ſay, to hear hee, the general 
: ow not greatly care. 

Mi. We have none ſuch, Sir. 

* Clown. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for 1 "11 

* away, Go; es ae into air. Away. | 
[ Exeunt Muſe 

© Caf. Doft thou had my honeſt friend ? 

© Clown, No, I hear not your honeſt friend; I hear you. 

* Caf, Priythee, keep up thy quillets. T here's a poor 

< piece of gold for thee.. If the gentlewoman, that attends 
* the general's wife, be ſtirring, tell her, there's one Caſio 
. © entreats of her a little favour of ſpeech. Wilt thou do 
this ? -- 
Cbiaun. She is ſtirring, Sir; if ſhe will ftir hither, 1 
© ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. [Exit Clown, 


Caſ. Do my good friend, 


Enter Tago. 

© In happy time, Iago. 

lago. You have not been a bed then? 
* © Ca). Why, no; the day had broke 
© Before we parted. - I have made bold, Iago, 
To ſend in for your wife: my ſuit to her 
6 Is, that ſhe will to virtuous Deſdemona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. 

Jago. [Il ſend her preſently : 
© And [1 deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſinefs 
May be more free. ¶ Exit. 
- © Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt. ä 


7 


Hh MOOR or VENICE. 4r 


« To bim enter Emilia. 


© Aimil. Good morrow, good lieutenant, I am forry 
For your diſpleaſure ; but all will ſoon be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it; | 
* And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he, you hut, is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity; and that in wholſome wiſdom 
He might not but refuſe you. But, he proteſts, he loves 
ou; ; 
© And needs no other 1 but his kings, 
To take the ſafeſt occaſion by the front 
To bring you in again. 
Ca,. Yet, I beſeech you 
If you think fit, or that it may be done 
Give me advantage of ſome brief diſcourſe | 
Wi h Deſdemona alone. 
Anil. Pray you, come in; 
* ] will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeak your boſom freely, 
* Cof. Il am much bound to you. * [ Exeunts 


*SCENE, A Rom is the Caſtle. 


$. Enter Othello, lago, and Gentlemen, © 


. « 01h, Theſe letters give, Iago, to the pilots 
And by him do my duties to the ſtate : — 
That done, I will be walking on the works. 
Repair there to me. . 
Jago. Well, my good lord, I'll dot. 
£55 07h. This fortification, gentlemen—ſhall- we ſee't? 
* Gent, We'll wait upon your N [ Exeunt,? 


— 


S CEN E, Another Room in the Caſtle, 


| Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Emilia. * 


Deſ. Be thou aſſur d, good Caſſio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. : 
Emil. Good Madam, do. I , it grieves my 
huſband | ; { 
As if the caſe were his, 


De/. Oh, that's an honeſt fellow. Doubt not, Caſſio, 3 


But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 


« Caf. 
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Caſ. Moſt bounteous Madam, | 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant. 

De/. Oh, Sir, I thank you. You do love my lord; 
You have known him long; and, be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off | 
Than in a pelitic diſtance. 

C/. Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either laſt fo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch, nice and, wateriſh diet, 
Or breed itfelf fo out of cicumſtance, 


That I, being abſeat, and my place ſupplied, 


My general will forget my love and ſervice. 
Def. Do not doubt tnat; before Æmilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a friendſhip, I'll perform it 
To the laſt article. My lard ſhall never reſt; 
« I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience 5 


His bed ſhall ſeem a ſchool, his board a thrift ; 


Il intermingle every thing he does 

© With Caſſio's ſuit :* therefore be merry, Caſſio; 
For thy ſolicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy cauſe away. 


Enter Othello and Iago at a diſtances 


LEmil. Madam, here comes my lord. 
Caſ. Madam, I'll take my leave, 
De. Why, ftay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Caf. Madam, not now. I am very ill at eaſe, 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. | 
Dei. Well, do your diſcretions. [ Exit Caſſio. 
{ago. Ha! 1 like not that.. | 
Q:/b, What doſt thou ſay ? 
Jago. Nothing, my lord: or if— I know not what. 
Orth. Was not that Caſſio parted from my wife? 
Jago. Caſſio, my lord ? No, ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away fo guilty- like, 4 
Seeing you coming. By 
Ot. 1 do' beheve *twas he, 
Dz/. How now, my lord ? 
T have been talking with a ſuitor here, 


A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 


Oth. Who is' t you mean? 
De/. Why, your lieutenant, Caſſio. Good my lard, if 
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Tf I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take: 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
1 have no judgment in an honeſ face. 
* 1 pr'ythee call him back. 
Orth. Went he hence now? 
De/. Ay, ſooth, fo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him. Good love, call him back. 
Orth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona; ſome other time, 
„ D-/. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? ” 
Orth. The ſooner, ſweet, for you. 
De/. Shall't be to-night at ſupper? 
Orth. No, not to-night. 
De. To-morrow dinner then? 
Orth. I ſhall not dine at home: 
„ I meet the captains at the citadel, | 
De/. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tueſday morn z 
Or 1 neſday noon, or night; or Wednefday morn z 
pray thee, name the time; but let it not 
Exceed three days: in faith, he's penitent; 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common reaſon, 
(Save that, they ſay, the wars mut make examples 
Out of their beſt) is not almoſt a fault : 
Jo incur a private check.“ When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello, I wonder in my ſoul, 5 
What you could aſk me, that I would deny, | 
Or ſtand ſo mammering on?” What! Michael Caſſie, 
'That came a wooing with you ; and many a time, 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly, 
Hath ta'en your part; to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in! Truſt me, I could do much 
O:th. Pr'ythee, no more: let him come when he will 3 
« I will deny thee nothing.) 
He. Why, this is not a boon : 
« *Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nouriſhing diſhes, or keep you warm; 
Or ſue to you to do peculiar profit 
* 'To your own perſon, Nay, when J have a ſuit, 
« Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of poize and difficulty, 
And fearful to be granted. | 


0 1 uA . . 0. 
Orb. I will deny thee nothing: 

Whereon, I do beſeech thee, grant me this 

To leave me but a little to myſelf. 


Def. Shall I deny you? No. Farewell, my lord. 
Oth. Farewell, my Deſdemona ; I will come to thee? 


ſtraight. 
De/. Emilia; come.—Be it as your fancies teach you: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [ Exit with Emil. 


Oth. Excellent wretch ! — Perdition catch my ſoul, 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 

Jago. My noble lord 

Orb. What doſt thou ſay, Ray 

Tags. Did Michael Caſſio, when you woo'd my lady, 
Know of your love ? 

Otb. He did, from firſt to laſt. Why doſt thou aſk ? 

{ago, But for a ſatisfaction of my thought; | 

No farther harm, 
Ob. Why of thy thought, Iago? 
Jago. I did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
Oh. Oh, yes; and went between us very oft. 
Lago. Indeed ? 
Oth, Indeed ! iadeed, — Diicern' ſt thou aught in 
that ? | | 3 
Is he not honeſt? 
Lage. Honeſt, my lord? 
Ot. Honeſt? ay, honeſt. 
Jago. My lord, for aught I know, 

Otb. What doſt thou think? 

Jago. Think, my lord ? — 

0%. Think, my lord! -— Þy heaven he echoes me; 
As if there were ſome monſter in his thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewn, Thou doſt mean ſomething : 
T heard thee ſay but now, hou d d not that — 
When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 
And, when I cold thee, he was of my counſel, 

In my whole courſe of wooing, thou cry'dſt, indeed f 
And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 

As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy brain 

Some horrible conceit, If thou doſt love me, 


Sdbew me thy thought. 


Iago. My lord, you know I love you. 
0th. I think thou doſt: 


And for I know thou art full of love and bret, F 
Anc 


Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 

For ſuch things, in a falſe diſſoyal knave, _ 

Are tricks of cuſtom ; bat, in a man that's juſt, 
They are cloſe delations working from the heart, 

_ 'That paſſion cannot rule. | | 
Iago. For Michael Caſſio 

I dare be ſworn, I think that he is honeſt. 

Oh. I think ſo too. | Z 
Iago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem ; 

Or, thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none! 
Oh. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem. _ 
Tago, Why, then, I think Caſſio's an honeſt man, 

_ 02h. Nay, yet there's more in this: | 

J pray thee, ſpeak te me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou doſt ruminate ; and give thy worſt of thoughts 

The worſt of words. | | 
Iago. Good my lord, pardon me. 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

Jam not bound to that all ſlaves are free to. 

Utter my thoughts !—Why, ſay, they are vile and falſe— 

As where's that palace whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not? Who has a breaſt ſo pure, 

But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions —- 

Keep leets and law-days, and in ſeſſion fit - 

© With meditations lawful ?' 

©:h, Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Iago, 

If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his ear 

A ſtranger to thy thoughts. | : | 

lago. I do beſeech you, 

Though I perchance, am vicious in my guels, 

(As, I confels, it is my nature's plague | 

To ſpy into abuſe ; and oft my jealouſy 

Shapes faults that are not :) I entreat you then, 

From one that ſo improbably conceits, ; 

Your wiſdom would not build yourſelf a trouble 

Out of his ſcattering and unſure obſervance, ——— 

It were not or your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhoud, honeſty, or wiſdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Orb, What doſt thou mean? ä | 
lago. Good name, in man and woman, dear my Lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls : | 

Whe 
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Who ſteals my purſe, ſteals traſh ; *tis ſomething, 04. 
thing; 
Twas * "tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, | 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oh. * By heaven,” 1'll know thy thoughts 
Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor thall not, whilſt *tis in my cuſtody, 
0:4. Ha! 
Jago. Oh, beware, my lord, of jealouſy ; 
It is the green-ey'd monſter, which doth make 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his WTONger; 
But, oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who doats, yet doubts, ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves“ 
O- h. Oh miſery ! 
Jago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough 3 
But riches endleſs, is as poor as winter, 
Jo him that ever fears he ſhall be poor, -—— 
Good heaven! the fouls of all my tribe defend 
From joa 65 
Oth. Why ? why is this? 
Think'ft thou, I'd make a life of jealouſy ? 
To follow ſtill the changes of the non 
With freih ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be rglolvid. © Exchange me for a goat, 
+ When I ſhall turn the buſiaeſs of my ſoul 
Jo ſuch exſuffolate and blows ſarmiſes, | 
Matching thy inference.* Tis not to make me jealous, 
'To ſay*my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, fings, plays, and dances well; 
Where virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt: 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me — No, Tago, 
1'j1 ſee, before I doubt; when J doubt, prove: 3 
And, on the proof, chere is no more but this 
Away at-once with love, or jealouſy. 
Jago. I am glad of this ; for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker ſpirit. There ſore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. ſpeak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife; obſerve her well with Caſſio; 
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Wear your eye thus; not jealous, nor ſecure, | 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of ſelf bounty be abus d; look to't: 
I know our country's d ſpoſition W 
In Venice they do let heaven ſee the pranks | 
They dare not ſhew their huſbands ; their beſt conſcience 
Is, not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 
O-, Doft thou fay fo? 
Jago. She did e her father, marrying you; 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them mioit, 
Otb. And io the did. 
_ TZage. Go to, then; 
She that, ſo young, could give oat ſuch a ſeming 
To ſeal her father s eyes up, cloſe as oak —— 
He thought, *twas witchcraft :—but I am-much to blame: 
I humbly do beſeech you of. your pardon, 
For too much loving you. | 
O:h, Iam bound to thee for ever, 
Jago. I ſee this hath a little daſu'd your {pan Ps 
Orth. Not a jot, not a jot. 975 


ago. Truſt me, I fear, it has. 8 + 


I hope, you will con der, what is ſpoke 
Comes from my love:—but, I do fee, you are movd 
1 am to pray you, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
To groſſer ijjues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to ſuſpicion. N 4 
Orth. I will not. 
Jago. Should you do ſo, my lord, 
My ſpeech would fall into ſuch vile ſucceſs, 


As my thoughts aim not at. Caſſio's my worthy friend, 


My lord, | ſee you are mov'd. 
Orb. No, not much mov'd : 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt; 


Jago. Long live the ſo! and long live you to think ſo! 


O:h, And yet, how nature erring from itſelf 

ago. Ay, there's the point: as, to be bold with you, 
Not to affect many propoſed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree; 
Whereto, we ſee, in all things nature tends : 
Fok ! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportion, thoughts unnatural, — 
But, pardon me; I do not, in poſition, 
Diſtinaily 2 of ber; though 1 may fears 29 
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Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And, happily, repent. 1 
Oth. Farewell, farewell: 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more: 
Set on thy wife to obſerve. Leave me, Iago. 
Jago. My lord, I take my leave. [ Gong, 
Oth. Why did I marry ? — | 
'This honeſt creature, doubtleſs, | 
Sees and knows more, much more, than ho unfolds, 
Jago. My lord, -I would I might entreat your honour 
To (can this thing no further; leave it to time: x 
And though tis fit that Caſſio have his place, 
(For, ſure, he fills it up with great ability ;) 
Vet if you pleaſe to hold him of a while, 
You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means. 
Note, if your lady ftrain his entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunity; 
Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, 
(As worthy chal I have to fear, | am) 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your honour. 
Othb. Fear not my government. | 
Zago. I once more take my leave. [Exits 
Orth. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned ſpirit, 
Of human dealiggs. If I do prove her haggard, 
Though that her jeſſes were my dear heart ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 
That chamberers have; or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ;—yet that's not much; — 
She's gone; I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Muſt be to loth her. Oh curſe of marriage! 
'That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! J had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, | 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 
For others uſes, * Yet, tis the plague of great ones; 
Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the baſe: 
« Tis deſtiny unſhunnable, like death. 
Even then, this forked plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken.' Deſdemona comes: 
I 5 a 
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Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 

If the be falſe, oh, then heaven mocks itſelf. 
II not believe it. 

De/. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous iſlanders 
By you invited, do attend your preſcnce. 

Oh, I am to blame. 

De. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly? Are you not well? 

O:h. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

De/. Why, that's with watching ; *twill away _—_ : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

Otb. Your handkerchief is too little: 

[([ cbe drops her handkerchief. 

Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 

D. I am very ſorry that you are not well. 


{ Exeunt Deſd. and och. | 


Emil. I am | pn IT have found this handkerchief; 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Mover : | 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 

Woo'd me to ſteal it; © but ſhe ſo loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her ſhe ſhould ever keep it) 
That fhe reſerves it evermore about her, 

© To kiſs and talk to.“ I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give it Iago: 

What he'll! do with it, . . not I; 

I nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaly, 


Enter Iago. 


Jago. How now! what do you here alone? 
Emil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you. 
Lago. You have a thing for me? 
It is a common thing — _ - 

Emil. Ha!“ What? 

Iago. To have a fooliſh wife. 

Emil Oh, is that all? What will you ons me now 
For that ſame handkerchief? 

Iago. What handkerchief? 

Anil. What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona; 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 

Jago. Haſt ſtolen it from her? | 

Emil. No; but ſhe let it drop by deßligence; Y 
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And, to the advantage, I, being here, took it up. 
Look, here it is. 
Jago. A good wench ; give it me. 
Emil. What will you do with it, ou have been ſo 
earneſt 
To have me filch it? 
Iago. Why, what is that to you ? [ Snatching it, 
nil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, | 
li Give it me again: poor lady! ſhe'll run mad . 
. When ſhe ſhall mifs it. 
| | Iago. Be not you known on't: I have uſe for it. 
Go, leave me. [Exit Emil. 
I will in Caſſio's lodgings loſe this handkerchief, 
And let him find it, Trifles light as air 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moor already changes with my poiſon : 
© Dangerous conceits are, in their nature, poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte ; 
© But, with a little act upon the blood, 
Burn like the mines w ſulphur. —I did ſay ſo.) — 


Enter Othello. | 
Lock, where he comes! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowly ſyrups of the world, 
Shall ever med'cine thee to that ſweet ſleep, 
Which thou gyyedit yeſterday. 
Orth. Ha! Falſe? To me! © to me! 
Iago. Why, how now, general? No more of that. 
Otb. Avaunt! be gone! thou haſt ſet me on the rack. 
I ſwear, tis better to be much abus d, 
Than but to know't a little, 
Iago. How © now,” my lord? 
Orb. What ſenſe had I of her ſtolen hours of luſt ? 
I ſaw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
I ſlept the next night well, was free, and merry; 
I found not Cafſio's kiſſes on her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know i it, and he's not robb'd at all. 
lago. I am ſorry to hear this. 
05. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet body, 
So I bad nothing known, Oh now, for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind! Farewell content! 
I Farewell 
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Farewell the plumed troops, and the big war; 
That makes ambition virtue! oh, farewell! 
Farewell the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
Ihe royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war ! 'V 
And oh, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats | 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
. Farewell! Othello's occupation's gone! 
Iago. Is it poſſible ? My lord? 
O:h. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be ſure of it ; give me the ocular proof, | 
| [Catching hold on him. 
Or, by the worth of my eternal ſoul, | 
Thou hadft been better have been born a dog, 
'Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 
Lago. Is it come to this? 74 
Oth. Make me to ſee it; or (at © the? leaſt) ſo prove it, 3 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life! 
Iago. My noble lord- | 
Orth. If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : abandon all remorſe; 
On horror's head horrors accumulate; 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd; 
For nothing'canſt thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. al 
Iugo. Oh grace! oh heaven defend H 
Are you a man? have you a ſoul, or fenſe ? 
; God be wi you; take mine office —O wretched fool, 
That liv'ſt to make thine honeſty a ice ! L 4: 
Oh monſtrous world! Take note, take note, oh world, 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe — | 
I thank you for this profit; and from hence 
I'll love no friend, fith love breeds ſuch offence. 
Ob. Nay, ftay.—Thou ſhouldit be honeſt — 
ago. I ſhould be wile; for honeſty's a fool, 
And loſes that it works for. 
O:h. By the world, 
I think my wife 1s honeſt, and think the 1s not; 
T think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not. 
Fil have ſome proof. Her name, that was as freſh 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As my own face, If there be cords or knives, 
— „„ Poiſon 
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Poiſon or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, * 
I'll not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied! ; 
Jago. I ſee, Sir, you are eaten up with paſſion; 
I do repent me that ] put it to you. | 
You would be ſatisfied? 
Orb. Would? nay, and will. | 
Jago. And may; but how ? how ſatisfied, my lord? 
Would you be ſuperviſor, groſly gape on? 
Behold her © tupp'd? 
Orth. Death and damnation ! oh! 
Jago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring em to that proſpect: damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter, = 
More than their own. What then? how then? 
Where's ſatisfaction? What ſhall I ſay ? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, OT 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As ſalt as wolves in ne. and fools as groſs 
As ignorance made drunk: but yet, I ſay, 
If imputation and ſtrong ciicumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the docr of truth, 
Will give you ſatisfaction, you might have it. 
Orb, Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſſoyal. 
Jago. I do not like the office: | 
But fith I am enter'd in this cauſe fo far—— 
Prick'd to it by fooliſh honeſty and love 
I] will go on. & with Caſho lately ; 
And, being crawbled with a raging tooth, 
I could not ſleep. | 
There are a kind of men, ſo looſe of foul, 
That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs; 
One of this kind is Caſſio: 
In ſleep I heard him ſay, Sweet Deſaemona, 
Let us be wary, let us bide our lowes ! 
And then, Sir, would he gripe,” and wring my hand; 
Cry, Os free: creature, and then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kiſſes by the roots, 
And grew upon my lips: then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and figh'd, and kiſs'd, and then' 
Cry'd, Cured fate, that gave thee to the Moor ! 
Otbh. O monſtrous ! monſtrous ! | 
Tage. Nay, this was but his dream. 
Oth. But this denoted a foregone concluſion 
Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
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- Iago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Otb. I'll tear her all to pieces. 
Iago. Nay, but be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing « done; 
She may be honeſt yet. Tell me but this: 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spot-ed with ſtrawberries, in your wife's hand? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt gift. 
Jago. I know not that: but ſuch a handkerchief, 
(l am ſure it was your wife's) did I to day 
See Caſſio wipe his beard with. 
Oh, If it be that 
Iugo. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers, 
It ſpeaks againſt her, with the other proofs. | 
th. Oh, that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives; 
One 1s too poor, too weak for my revenge! | 
Now do | fee, ttis true. Lock here, lago; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven : 
*Tis gone. 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 
Yield up, oh love, thy crown and hearted throne 
10 tyrannous hate ! ſwell, boſom, with thy fraught, 
For *tis of aſpicksꝰ tongues ! 
Tags. Vet pray,“ be content. 
0th. Oh blood, blood, Iago, blood 


Iage. Patience, I ſay; your mind, perhaps, may change. 


0/4. Never, Iago. Like to' the Pe 
Waoſe icy current and compulſive courſe 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont ; 

Even ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. Now, by yond marble heav- n, 


ick ſea, 


In the due reverence of a ſacred vow He ineels.. 
I here engage my words, | 
lago. Do not riſe yet. [lag kneels, 


Witneſs, ye ever-burning lichts hve | 
Ye elements, that clip us round about! 
Witneſs, that here Iago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, . 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice! Let him command, 
And to obey, ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſs ever. 
> G3 Othe 
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04, I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't. | 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſio's not alive, 
Iago. My friend is dead; 
Tis done at your requeſt. But, let her live. 
Och, Damn her, lewd minx! oh, damn her, damn her! 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with fome ſwift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. — 
lago. I am your own for ever. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, Another Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter Deſdemona, Emilia, and Clown.” 


© De/. Do you know, firrah, where lieutenant Caſſio lies? 
* C/awn. I dare not ſay, he lies any where. 
D. Why, man? | 
* Clown, He's a ſoldier; and for me to ſay a ſoldier 
« lies, is ſtabbing, | 
© De). Go to; whe edn he? 
* Chwn, To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
* where [ lie. | 
* De/. Can any thing be made of this? 
Co vn. I know not where he lodges; and for me to 
« deviſe a lodgings and ſay, he lies here, or he lies there, 
were to lie in Hine own throat. . 
O,. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by 
report? 
* Clawn, I will catechize the world for him; that is, 
* make queitions, and bid them anſwer. 5 
* De/. Seck him, bid him come hither: tell him, I 
have mov'd my lord on his behalf, and hope, all will be 
« well. 5 
* Clown. To do this is within the compaſs of man' 
* wit; and therefore I will attempt the doing of 17 | 
| | Ext... 
De. Where ſhould I loſe that handkerchief, /Emilia ? 
A mil, I know not, Madam. | 
De. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
« Full of cruzadoes. And? but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs 
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s jealous creatures are, it were enough 
, FT, 5 him to ill thinking. N 
nil. 1s he not jealous ? 
Deſ. Who, he? I think, the ſun, where he was born, 
Drew all ſuch humours from him. 
Amil. Look, where he comes. 
De/. I will not leave him now, till Caſſio "el 
Call'd to him. How 1s it with you, my lord ? 


Enter Othello. 
Oh. Well, my good lady, [4/ide.] Oh, hardneſs to 
diſſemble? 
How do you, Deſdemona ? 
De/. Well, my lord. 
Orb. Give me your hand. This hand is moiſt, my lady. 
D-/. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow. 
Oh. This argues fruitfulneſs, and liberal heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt. This hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty, faſting and prayer, 
Much caltigation, exerciſe devout ; 
For here's a young and ſweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 
De/. You may, indeed, fay ſo; 
For *twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Oh. A liberal hand. The hearts, of old, gave hands ; 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hea 
De}. I cannot ſpeak of this. Come now, your promiſe. 
O:5, What promiſe, chuck? 
De/. I've ſent to bid Caffio come ſpeak with you. 
Orth. I have a fait and ſullen rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy handkerchief, 
De. Here, my lord. 
Ot. That which I gave you. 
Def. I have it not about me. 
O:5, Not? 
De/. No, indeed, my lord. 
Och. That is a fault. That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give: 
She was a charmer, and could almoſt read 1 
The thoughts of people. She told her, while the * it, „„ 
*T would make her amiable, * and' ſubdue my father ag; 
Intirely to her love; but, if ſhe loſt it, 


Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 7 
. . C4 g Should 
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Should hold her loath'd, and his ſpirits ſhould hunt 
After new fancies : ſhe, dying, gave it me; 

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did ſo; and take heed on't, 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye; 

To loſe*t, or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 

As noching elſe could match. 

Def. Is it poſhble? i ; 

Orth. Tis true; there's magic in the web of it: 

A Sybil, that had numbred in the world 

Of the ſun's courſe two hundred compaſſes, 

In her prophetic fury ſew'd the work: 

The worms were hallow'd that did breed the filk ; 
And it was dy'd in mummy, which the ſkilful 
Coaſerv'd of maidens' hearts. : 

De/. Indeed! is it true? | 

O. . Moſt veritable; therefore look to it well. 

D-/. Then would to heaven that I had never ſeen it! 

C. Ha! wherefore ? | | 

De. Why do you ſpeak fo ſtartingly, and raſh? 

Otb. Is it loſt? is it gone? ſpeak, is it out of the way? 

Deſ. Bleſs us! 

O14. Say you? 

Def. It is not loſt ; but what, an if it were? 

0:4. Ha! 

De/. 1 ſay, it is not loſt. 

Orth. Fetch 6 me ſee it. 

De Why, ſo can, Sir; but I will not now: 
This 1s a trick to put me from my ſuit ; | 
Pray you, let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 

Otb. Fetch me the E My mind miſgives. 

De/. Come, you'll ne'er meet a more ſufficient man. 

Otb. The handkerchief 1 

De /. I pray talk me of Caſſio. 

Orth. The handkerchief— 

De. A man, that, all his time, | 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 
Shar'd dangers with you 
Ob. The handkerchief 
De / Inſooth, you are to blame. 3 

-- Oh. Away! —— [Exit Othello. 

Emil, Is net this man jealous ? | 

Def. I ne'er ſaw this before. 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this handkerchief: 


I am 


% 
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of I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 


mil. *Tis not a year, or two, ſhews us a man: 


they are all but ſtomachs, and we all but food; 


They eat us hungerly, and, when they are full, 


They belch us.“ Look you! Caſſio, and my huſband. 


Enter Iago and Caſſio. 
Iago. There is no other way. Tis ſhe muſt do't; 
And lo, the happineſs! Go, and importune her. 
De/. How now, good Caſſio? what's the news with you 
Caſ. Madam, my former ſuit: * I do beſeech you, 
That by your virtuous means I may again 1 


Exiſt, and be a member of his love, 


* Whom 1, with all the duty of my heart, 
* Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd, 
* If my offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 
That neither ſervice paſt, nor preſent ſorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity 
Can raniom me into his love again; 
* But to know ſo, muſt be my benefit. 
* So ſhall I clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And mut myſelf up in ſome other courſe, 
To fortune's alms.* 
Def Alas! thrice-gentle Caſſio, 
My advocation is not now in tune: 
My lord is not my lord; nor ſhovld I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour, altes. 
So help me every ſpirit ſanctif ed, | 
As | have ſpoken for you all my beſt; 
And Rood within the blank of his diſpleaſure, 
For my free ſpeech! You muſt a-while be patient, 
What | can do, I will; and more I will 
Than for myſelf | dare. Let that ſuffice you.” 
Iago. Is my lord angry? PL =: 
nil. He went hence but now; 


And, certainly, in ſtrange unguietneſs. 


Iago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, | 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
« Puft his own brother; and can he be angry?“ 
Something of moment, then: I will go meet him. 

Dez. I pr'ythee, do ſo. 

Iago. There's matter in t indeed, if he be angry. [ Tæit. 
De /. Something, ſure, of ſtate, | 
. C3. Either 
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« Either? from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made here demonſtrable in Cyprus to him, 
* Hath pudd led his clear ſpirit: and, in ſuch caſes, 
* Mens” natures wrangle with inferior things, 
FThough great ones are their object. 
© *Tis even fo; for let our finger ach, 
And it endues our other healthful members 
Even to that ſenſe of pain. Nay, we muſt think, 
* Men are not gods; 
* Nor of them look for ſuch obſervances | 
As fit the bridal. Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 
* I was (unhandſome warrior as I am) | 
* Arraipning his unkindneſs with my ſoul ; 
But now, I find, I had ſuborn'd the witneſs, 
And he's indited falſely.” 
Anil. Pray heaven, it be ſtate-matters, as you think ; 
And no conception, nor © no” jealous toy, 
Concerning you. 

Def. Alas the day! I never gave him cauſe. 

Emil, But jealous ſouls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for a cauſe, 

But jealous, for they are jealous. Tis a monſter 
Begot upon itſelf, born on itſeif, 

D / Heaven keep that monſter from Othello's mind! 
Anil. Lady, amen. 

D-f. I will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout : : 
If 1 do find him, I'll move your ſuit, | 
And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt. — 
C. I humbly thank your ladyſhip. | 

[ Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilia. 


Enter Bianca. 


© Bian. Save you, friend Caſſio. 

Ca. What makes you from home? 
* How is it with you,” my moſt fair Bianca? 
© Indeed, ſweet love, I was coming to your houſe. 

* Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Caſſio. 
What! keep a week away ? ſeven days and nights? 

© Eightſcore eight hours; and lovers abſent hours, 
More tedious than the dial, ene times ? 
Oh weary reckoning {! 

*Ca/, Pardon me, Bianca 
I bave this while with leaden thoughts been pred: 
, Bat 
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© I like the work well; ere it be demanded, | 
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© But I ſhall in a more continuate time 
« Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca, 
| [ * Giving her Deſdemona's handkerchief. 

© Take me this work out. | | 

* Bian, Oh Caſſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome token from a newer friend: 
Jo the felt abſence now I feel a cauſe. 
« Is it come to this? well, well. 

* Caf. Go to, woman! 
Throw your vile gueſſes in the devil's teeth, 
« From whence you have them. You are jealous now, 
That this is from ſome miſtreſs, ſome remembrance : 
No, in good truth, Bianca. 

* Bian. Why, whoſe is it? 

* Caf. 1 know not, neither. I found it in my chamber; 


3 


* (As like enough it will) I'd have it copied: 
Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 
* Bian. Leave you! wherefore ? 
* Ca/. I do attend here on the general; 
And think it no addition, nor my waſh, 
To have him ſee me woman'd. | 
* Bran. Why, I pray you; 
Ca. Not that I love you not. 
* Bian. But that you do not love me. 
« I pray you, bring me on the way a little; 
And ſay, if I ſhall ſee you ſoon at night? 
«* Ca/. *Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For J attend here. But ÞII fee you ſoon. 
« Bian. Tis very good; I muſt be circumſtanc'd, | 
% | | 1 Exeunt. 
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SCENE, 4 Apartment" in the Caſtles, 
Enter Othello and Iago. 


IA co. 
'T ILL you think fo? 
O:th. Think fo, lago? 
Jago. What, to kiſs in private? 
Och. An unauthoriz d kiſs. | 
C6 Heer 
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Jago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm? : 
 * Orb. Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm? 
* I is hypocriſy againſt the devil: 

* They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, 


The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven.“ 


lago. If they do nothing, tis a venial flip : 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief —— 5 
Orb. What then? 
ſage, Why then, tis hers, my lord; and, being hers, 

She may, I think, beſtow't on any man. | 
Oth. She is protectreſs of her honour too; 

May ſhe give that ? 

Jago. Her honour is an eſſence that's not ſeen ; 

They have it very oft, that have it not: 

But for the handkerchief — | 
Orb. By heaven, I would moſt gladly have forgot it 

Thou ſaidſt—ob, it comes o'er my memory, 

As doth the raven o'er the infected houſe, 


Boding to all—he had my handkerchief. 


lago. Ay, what of that? 
* 0th. That's not ſo good now.“ 
lago. What if I ſaid, I had ſeen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him ſay—as knaves * be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate ſuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome miſtreſs, 
« Convinc'd or ſuppled them, they cannot chuſe 
But they' muſt blab. 7 
O:4. Hath he ſaid any thing? 1 
Jage. He hath, my lord; but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. 
Orb. What hath he ſaid? | | 
Tago. Why, that he did—I know not what he did 
Och. What? what * 22 
lago. Lie 
Or. With her? | 
Lago. With her, on her: what you will. 
Os. Lie with her! © lie on her! We ſay, lie on her, 
when they belie her. Lie with her! that's fulſome. 


- 5 Handkerchief—confefions — handkerchief— to. confeſs, 
and be hang'd for his Iabour—Fuſt, to be hang'd, and 


© then—to confeſs : — I tremble at it — nature would not 


_ * invelt herſelf in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion without ſome 
4 infraction. It is not words that ſhake me thus—piſh !— 


$ noſes, 
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© noſes, ears, and lips :—1s it poſſible !—confeſs !—hand- 
«© kerchief !—oh devil! — 


Jago. Work on, 
* My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are caught; 
* And many worthy and chaſte dames even thus, 
* All guiltleſs, meet reproach. What ho! my lord! 
My lord, I ſay! Othello! — 


Enter Caſio. 
How now, Caſſio? 
Caſ. What's the matter? 4 
Jago. My lord is fallen into an epilepſy; | 
* This is the ſecond fit, he had one yeſterday, 
* Ca/. Rub him about the temples. 
Jago. No, forbear : 
The lethargy muſt have his quiet courſe : 
* If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs. Look, he ſtirs. 
Do you withdraw yourſelf a little while, 
* He will recover ſtraight; when he is gone, 
] would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. — _ 
| [* Exit Caſſio. 
* How is it, general? have you not hurt your head ? 
« 0:4. Doſt thou mock me? 
* [ago. I mock you! no, by heaven: 
Would you bear your fortunes like a man. 
Otb. A horned man's a monſter, and a beaſt. 
* Jago. There's many a beaſt, then, in a populous city, 
And many a civil monſter. 
* Q:4, Did he confeſs it? 
Jago. Good Sir, be a man; 
© Think, every bearded fellow that's but yok'd, 
* May draw with you. Millions are now alive, 
That nightly lie in thoſe unproper beds, 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar your caſe is better, 
Oh, *tis the ſpight of heli, the fiend's arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a fecure couch; 
And to ſuppoſe her chatte! No, let me know; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
O.. Oh, thou art wiſe; tis certain. 
Jago. Stand you a while apart; | 
Confine yourſelf but in a patient liſt. 
Whilſt you were here, o'er-whelmed with your grief, 
RE * (A paſ.- 
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[* Falls in a trance, 
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(A paſſion moſt unſuiting ſuch a man) 
Caſſio came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
© And laid good *ſcuſe upon your ecſtaſy; 
Bade him anon return, and here ſpeak with me; 
© The which he promis'd. Do but encave yourſelf, 
© And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face; 
© For I will make him tel! his tale anew, 
© Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
© He hath, and 1s again to cope your wife : 
© I ſay, but mark his geſture. Marry, patience ; 
Or | ſhall ſay, you are all in all in ſpleen, 
And nothing of a man. 
* O:h. Do thou hear, Iago? 
«I will be found moſt cunning in my patience ; 
© But (doſt thou hear) moſt bloody? 
Jago. That's not amiſs ; 
© But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 
| | [* Othello withdraws. 
Now will 1 queſtion Caſſio of Bianca, 
A houſewife, that, by ſelling her deſires, 
* Buys herſelt bread and cloaths. It is a creature 
That dotes on Caſſio; as tis the ſtrumpet's plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; 
* He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the exceſs of laughter. Here he comes. 


6 Enter Caſſio. 


© As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad; 
And his unbookuth jealouſy muſt conſtrue 
Poor Caſſio's ſmiles, geſtures, and light behaviour, 
Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant ? 
«* Ca/. The worſer, that you give me the addition, 
'* Whoſe want even kills me. 
Jago. Ply Deidemona well, and you are ſure on't. 
Now, if this ſuit lay in Bianca s power, 
5 Speaking lowers 
How quickly ſhould you eee ? 
* Ca/. Alas, poor caitiff ! — 
Orb. Look, how he laughs already Lal. 
Jago. I never knew a woman love man fo. 
Cal. Alas, poor rogue! I think, indeed, the loves me. 
Otb. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. _ 
3 | | ; «. ago, 
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Jago. Do you hear, Caſio? -— 

Ob. Now he importunes him 5 N 
To tell it o'er, Go to; well ſaid, well ſaid. Aft. 

Jago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her: 

© Caf. Ha, ha, ha! Hs | 
. * Oh. Do you triumph, Roman? do you triumph? 

| [ H/ide, 
Caſ. I marry her! — What? a cuſtomer! pr'ythee, 
bear ſome charity to my wit; do not think it ſo un- 
« wholeſome. Ha, ha, ha! 
Orb. So, fo, fo, ſo, they laugh that win. [ A/ede, 

Jago. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. 

« Caj. Pr'ythee, ſay true. | | | 

Jago. I am a very villain elſe, 

* 0:4, Have you ſcor'd me? well. IA. 

* Caj. This is the monkey's own giving out: the is 
_ * perſuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and 
« flattery, not out of my promiſe. | 

* O:b, lago beckons me: now he begins the ſtory. 

[ Afde. 

Ca. She was here even now: ſhe haunts me in ever 
place. I was the other day talking on the . 
« with certain Venetians, and thither comes the bauble, 
* and falls me thus about my neck 

Ob. Crying, Ch dear Caſſio, as it were: his geſture 
« imports it. | | Ade. 

« Co. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; fo 
* ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha! — 

Orb. Now he tells how the pluck'd him to my cham- 
ber. Oh, I ſee that noſe of yours, but not that dog I 
* ſhall throw it to. | | [ Afedte 
» * Caf. Well, I muſt leave her company. | 

Jago. Before me! look where ſhe comes. 


© Exter Bianca. | 

* Caf. Tis ſuch another fitchew! marry, a perfum's 
one. What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

« Rian. Let the devil and his dam hauat you! what did 
you mean by that ſame handkerchiet you gave me even 
© now? I was a fine fool to take it. I mult take out the 
* work. A likely piece of work, that you ſhould find it 
in your chamber, and know not who left it there. This 
is {ome minx's token, and I muſt take-out the work ; 
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there —give it to your hobby-horſe. n y you 
© had it, I'll take out no work on't. 
* Ca/. How now, my ſweet Bianca? how now? how 
© now ? 
* Oth. By heaven, that ſhould be my handkerchief! 
[* Ali. 
© Bian, If you'll come to ſupper to-night, you may: 
if you will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. 
6 Exit. 
ago. After her, after her. N 
. * Ca/.-I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the ſtreets elſe. 
Jago. You ſup there ? 
© Caf. Yes, 1 intend fo. 
Jago. Well, I may chance to ſee you; for I would 
very fain ſpeak with you, 
| 75 Pr'ythee, come. Will you? 
Jago. Go to; ſay no more. [Exit Caſſio. 
C 0¹b. How ſhall T murder him, Iago? 
Jago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 
'© 07h. Oh, Iago! 
Jago. And did you ſee the handkerchief . 
Ob. Was t at mine? 


ago. Yours, by this hand: and to ſee how he prizes 


« the fooliſh woman your wife 
he hath given it his whore. 

. © Orb. F * have him nine years a killing: 

* A fine woman! a fair woman]! a ſweet woman! 

* Jago. Nay, you muſt forget that. 

« O:h. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to- 
night; for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart is turn'd 
© to ſtone; | ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the 
« world hath not a ſweeter creature She might lie 74 
© an emperor's fide, and command him taſks. 

Jago. Nay, that's not your way. 

© Och. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe is: — ſo deli- 
© cate with her needle !—An admirable mufician ! Oh, ſhe 
* will fing the ſavageneſs out of a bear! Of fo high and 

« plenteous wit and invention! 
Jago. She's the worſt for all this, 
© O:h. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 


— She gave it him, and 


And then of ſo. gentle condition ! 


Jago. Ay, too gentle. | | 
Otb. Nay, that's certain. | | 
: 5 But 
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« But yet the pity of it, Iago—Oh, Jago, the pity of it, 


lago! 


Jago. If you are fo fond over her iniquity, give her 


* patent to offend ; for if it touch not you, it comes near 
no body. 

* Or, ; [ will chop her into meſſes, —Cuckold me! 

Iago. Oh, *tis foul in her, 

005. With mine officer ! 

Iago. That's fouler. 

Orb. Get me ſome poiſon, Tapo, this 1 ru not 
expoſtulate with her, leſt her body and her beauty — 
vide my mind again: — this night, lago. 

lago Do it not with poiſon; ſtrangle her in her * 
Even the bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Orth. Good, good: 

The juſtice of it pleaſes.—Very good. 
Iago. And, for Caſſio, let me be his „ | 


You ſhall hear more by midnight. [4 trumpet within. - 


0:4. Excellent good. What trumpet is that ſame? 
Jago. Something from Venice, ſure. *Tis Lodovico 
Come from. the duke. And, ſee, your wife is with him. 


Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants, 
Lod. Save you, worthy general! | 
Oth. With all my heart, Sir. 
Lod. The duke and ſenators of Venice greet you. 
| [ Gives him a letter. 
Oh. 1 kiſs the inſtrument of their pleaſures, 
D.. And what's the news, good couſin Lodovico ? 
Jago. I am very glad to ſee you, ſignor. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Log. I thank you: how does lieutenant Caflio ? 
lago. Lives, Sir, | 
Deſ. «* Couſin? there's fallen between him and my lord 
An unkind breach ; but you ſhall make all well. 
Oth. Are you ſure of that? 
De/. My lord? 


Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will- [ Reads. 


Lod. He did not call; he's buſy in the paper. 
Is there divifion *twixt thy lord and Caſſio? 

Def. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Caſſio. 

Otb. Fire and brimſtone! 
De. My lord! 


O:. 
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Oth. Are you wiſe ? 
De. What, is he angry? | 
Lod. 'May be the letter mov'd him ; 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſſio in his government. 
De/. Truſt me, 1 am glad on't. 


Orb. Indeed. 1 
De. My lord? 

Och. I am glad to fee you mad. 

De/. Why, ſweet Othello? N 

Oth. Devil! | [Striking her. 


Def. I have not deſerv'd this. 
Led. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſwear I ſaw it. Tis very much: 
Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 
Oth. Oh devil, devil! 
If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 
Each drop the falls would prove a crocodile ;—— 
Out of my fight ! | 
Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend you. . [Gang 
Led. Truly, an obedient lady : — 
I do beſeech your lordſhip call bh back. 
Orb. Miſtreſs | | 
De. My lord. | 
Oth. What would you with her, Sir? 
Led. Who, I, my lord? 
Oth. Ay; you did wiſh that I would make her turn: 
Sir, the can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again: and ſhe can weep, Sir, weep; 
And ſhe's obedient, as you ſay; — obedient —— 
Very obedient. Proceed you in your tears 
Concerning this, Sir—Oh well-painted paſſion! —— 


I am commanded home: —get you away, 


I'll fend for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to Venice. Hence, avaunt ! 
[Exit Deſdemona. 
Caſſio ſhall have my place; and Sir, to night | 
J do entreat that we may ſup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus. Goats and mon- 
kies ! | [ Exit. 
Log. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full ſenate 


_ = Call all-in-all ſufficient ? this the nature, | 
Which paſſion could not ſhake ? whoſe ſolid virtue 


* 'The ſhot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
* Could neither graize nor pierce, Jago. 
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Jago. He is much chang'd. | 
 * Led. Are his wits ſafe? is he not light of brain? 
a Lago; is, that he is; I may not breathe my cen- 
© JUTE-3 
What he might be—if what he might, he is not. 
„ would to heaven he were! | : 
Lo What, firike his wife! : 
lago. Faith, that was not ſo well; yet would I knew 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt, + 
Led. Is it his uſe? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new-create this fault? 
lago. Alas, alas! 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeak | 
What I have feen and known. * You ſhall obſerve him; 
And his own courſes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my ſpeech.” Do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
Led. I am ſorry that I am deceived in him. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, another apartment in the Caſtle. 
Euler Othello and Emilia. 


Oh. You have ſeen nothing then? 

mil. Nor ever heard; nor ever did ſuſpect, 

Oth, Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together. 
Emil. But then I ſaw ro harm; and then I heard 
Each ſyllable that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What, did they never whiſper ? 

mil. Never, my lord. 

Orth. Nor ſend you out o'the way? 

mil. Never, | 

Orb, To fetch her fan, her gloves, her maſk, nor 

nothing? . 

LEmil, Never, my lord. 

O-. That's ſtrange ! 

mil. I durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at ſtake ; if you think other, 
Remove your thought; it doth abuſe your boſom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 

Let heaven requite it with the ſerpen 's curſe |! 
For, if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte, an! true, 
There's no man happy; the pureſt of their wives 
Is foul as ſlander, 
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O:h. Bid her come hither ; — go. [Exit Emilia, 
She ſays enough; —yet ſhe's a ſimple bawd, 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle whore, 
A cloſet Jock and key of villainous ſecrets ; 
And yet ſhe'll kneel, and pray: I have ſeen her do't. 


| Re-enter Æmilia awith Deſdemona. 


De,. My lord, what is your will? 

Orth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 

De/. What 1s your pleaſure ? | 
Otb. Let me ſee your eyes. Look in my face. 

De. What horrible fancy's this ? 

Oth. [ To Amilia.] Some of your function, miſtreſs ; 


Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door; 


Cough, or cry, hem, if any body come: 
Your myſtery, your myttery ;—nay, diſpatch. 
es [Exit Aimil:a. 
. Def. Upon my knees, what doth your ſpeech import? 
J underſtand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 
Otb. Why ? what art thou? | 
Def. Your wife, my lord ; your true and loyal wife. 
Oh, Come, ſwear it; damn thyſelf; leſt being like one 
Of heaven, the devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize thee. 
Therefore be double damn'd ; fwear thou art honeſt. 
D-:/. Heaven doth truly know it. 8 85 
Otbh. Heaven truly knows, that thou art falſe as hell. 
De. To whom, my lord? With whom? How am 
I falſe ? | 
Oth. Oh, Deſdemona! away! away! away! 
Def. Alas, the heavy day! Why do you weep ? 
Am I the motive of theſe tears, my lord? 
If, haply, you my father do ſuſpect 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why, I have loſt him too. 1” 
Oth. Had it pleas'd heaven | 
To try me with affliction, had he rain'd 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 


Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips: 


Given to captivity me and my utmoſt hopes; 


= > TI ſhould have found in ſome place of my ſoul 
: A'grop of patience. But (alas) to make me 


* | A fixed 


+ 3 * 
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A fixed figure for the time of ſcorn 3 
To point his ſlow unmoving finger at—* oh! oh! 
Yet couid I bear that too; well, yery well : 
But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence; 
Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in!—Turn thy complexion there! 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd cherubim 
Ay, there, look grim as hell. 

De/. I hope my noble lord eftcems me honeſt. 

Oth. Oh, ay; as ſummer flies are in the ſhambles, - 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou weed! 
» Who art fo lovely fair, and ſmell'ſt fo ſweet, 
That the ſenſe aches at thee 
Would thou hadſt ne'er been born! 

De/. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ? 
Orth. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon? What committed 

* Committed !'—oh, thou public commoner !. 
I ſhould make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn up modeſty, | 
Did but I ſpeak thy deeds. — What committed ! 
Heaven ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
Ts huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, | 
And will not hear it. What committed? - Impudent 
ſtrumpet! | 
De/. By heaven, you do me wrong. 
Oth. Are not you a ſtrum pet? 
De/. No, as I am a chriſtian. 
If to preſerve this veſſel for my lord 
« From any other, foul, unlawful touch, 
ge not to be a ſtrumpet, I am none,” 
Oh. What, not a whore? i 
D.. No, as I ſhall be ſaved. 
O. h. Is it poſſible? 
© De/. Oh, heaven forgive us! 
Oh, I cry your mercy, then: 


I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 2 5 | 
That married with Othello, — 


* 
- | — 
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Enter Emilia. 


You, miſtreſs, 
That have the office RY to St. Peter, 
| And keep the gate of hell; you! you! ay, you! 
N We have done our courſe; there's money for your pains; 
4 I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counſel. , | Exit. 
14 ZEmil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?— 
'8 How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 
1:4 * Def. Faith, half aſleep.' 
| | | mil.“ Good madam, what's the matter with my lord? 
ti De /. With whom, Emilia i ? 
mil. With my lord, madam ? 
De/. Who is thy lord? 
Emil. He that is yours, ſweet lady. | 
De. I have none: do not talk to me, Emilia. 0 
I cannot weep; nor anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhould go by water, Pray, to night 
Lay on my bed my wedding-ſheets—Remember ;'— * 
Go call thy huſband hither. 
Emil. Here's a change indeed! [ Exit. 
: De/. *Tis meet I ſhould be us'd fo, very meet. 
© How have [ been behav'd, that he might ſlick 
The ſmall 'ſt opinion on my great'ſt abuſe. 
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Enter Iago with Emilia. 


Tago. What is your pleaſure, madam ? How is it with 
ou ? 
De/. f cannot tell. Thoſe that do teach young babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eaſy taſks : 
He might have chid me ſo; for in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. = 
Jago. V hat's the matter, lady? 
Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpigkt and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear. 
De/. Am I that name, Iago? 
Jago. What name, fair lady? 
Def. Such, as ſhe ſays, my lord did fay I was 
Emil. He call'd her whore: a beggar in his drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his callet. 
Jago. Why did he ſo? 
Def. I do not know; I am ſure I am none ſuch. 


Lage. Ly not welds. do not weep ; alas the day! 
| ail. 
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mil. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble matches, 
Her father, and her country, and her friends, 
To be calld—whore ? Would it not make one weep? _ 
Def. It is my wretched fortune. 
ys In him for it! How comes this trick upon 
. him? | 
De/. Nay, heaven doth know. 
Emil. J will be hang'd, if ſome eternal villain, 
Some buſy and infinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome office, 
Has not devis'd this ſlander: I'll be hang'd elle. 
Lago. Fie, there is no ſuch man; it is impoſſible. 
De/. If any ſuch there be, heaven pardon him! 
Amil. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones! 
Why ſhould he call her whore? Who keeps her company? 
What place? what time? what form? what likelihood 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous knave, 
Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow: 
Oh heaven, that ſuch companion thou'dſt unfold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 
To laſh the raſcal naked through the world, 
Even from the eaſt to the weſt! 
Lago. Speak within door. 
Emil. Oh, fie upon him! ſome ſuch *ſquire he was, 
That turn'd your wit the ſeamy fide without; 
And made you to ſuſpe& me with the Moor. 
lago. You are a fool; go to. | 
De/. Alas, Iago, 
What ſhall I do to win my lord again? 
Good friend, go to him; for by this light of heaven, 
I know not how I loſt him. Here I kneel: | Kneeling. 
If e'er my will did treſpaſs *gainſt his love, | 
Or in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe, 
Delighted them on any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off, 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me! Unkindneſs may do much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. * I can't ſay, whore; 
© It does abhor me now I ſpeak the word; 
© To do the act that might the addition earn, 
Not the world's maſs of vanity could make me.“ 3 
| | ago. 
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Iago. I pray you, be content; *tis but his humour; 
The buſineſs of the ſtate does him offence, | 
And he does chide with you, 

De/ If *twere no other 

Jago. It is but fo, I warrant. [Trumpets. 


« Hark how theſe inſtruments ſummon to ſupper * 


© And the great meſſengers of Venice ſtay ;? 
Go in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 
[Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilia. 


Enter Roderigo ; 


How now, Roderigo ? 

Rod. I do not find that thou deal ſ juſtly with me. 

Jago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doft'ſt me with Fa device, 
Iago; and rather (as it ſeems to be now) keep'ſt from 
me all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt ad- 
vantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure it. 
Nor am E yet perſuaded to put up in Peace what already 
I have fooliſhly ſuffered. 

' Jago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; for your words 
and performances are no kin together. 

Tago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 

Rod. With naught but truth. I have waſted myſelf 
out of my means. The jewels you have had from me, 
to deliver to Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a 


votariſt. You have told me ſhe hath received them, 


and returned me expectations and comforts of ſudden 


reſpe& and acquaintance; but I find none. 


Jago. Well; go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well ! go to! I cannot go to, man, nor 
"tis not very well: nay, I think, it is ſcurvy; and begin 
to find myſelf fobb'd in it. 

Jago. Vety well. 

Red. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make my- 


ſelf known to Deſdemona: if ſhe will return me my 


jewels, I will 3 over my ſuit, and repent my unlawful 
ſolicitation; if not, aſſure yourſelf I will ſeek ſatis faction 


EE of you. 


Jago. You have ſaid now 
Red. Ay, and faid nothing, but what I proteſt in- 


ent of doing. | 7 
* ö Jago. 


Tus MOOR or VENICE. 5; 


Iago. Why, now, I ſee, there's mettle in thee; and 
even from this inſtant do I bui'd on thee a better opinion 
than ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo. Thou 
haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt exception; but yet, I 
proteſt, I have dealt moſt directly in thy affair. | 

Rod. It hath not appear'd. 

Jago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd; and your 
ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment. But, Rode- 
rigo, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have 
greater reaſon to believe now than ever mean purpoſe, 
courage, and valour—this night ſhew it. If thou the 
next night following enjoy not Deſdemona, take me 
from this world with treachery, and deviſe engines for 
my life, | EI 
_ Well; what is it? Is it within reaſon and com- 
aſs? - vj 
ln Jago. Sir, there is eſpecial commiſſion come from 
Venice to depute Cafſio in Othello's place. 

| Rod. Is tha: true? Why, then Othelle and Deſdemona 
return again to Venice. 

Iago. Oh, no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away, with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode be 
linger'd here by ſome accident: wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 

Rod. How do you mean removing him? # | 

Jago. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's 
place; knocking out his brains. | 

Rod. And that you would have me to do. 

Jago. Ay; if you dare do yourſelf à profit, and a right. 
He ſups to-night with a harlot; and thither will I go 
to him He knows not yet of his honourable fortune: 
it you will watch his going thence, which I will faſhion 
to fall out between twelve and one, you may take him at 
your pleaſure. I will be near to ſecond your attempt, 
and he ſhall fall between us.“ Come, ſtand not amaz'd 
at it, but go along with me; I will ſhew you ſuch a 
neceſſity in his death, that you ſhall think yourſelf bound 
to put it on him. It is now high ſupper-time, and the 
night grows to waſte.” About it. i | 
Rod. I will hear further reaſon for this. 


SCENE. 


Iago. And you ſhall be m_ 4 Ex 4 
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SCENE @ room in the Cafe. 


Enter Fw Lodovico, Deſdemona, Emilia, and 
5 Attendants. 


Led. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble yourſelf no further. 
O:h. Oh, pardon me; *twill do me good to walk. 

= Tod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
— ladyſhip. 

: Def. Your honour is moſt welcome. 

Oth. Will you walk, Sir? Oh Deſdemona !— 

De/. My lord? 7 

Oh, Get you to bed on the inſtant. I will be re- 
turn'd forthwith. Diſmiſs your attendant there, Look, 
it be done. [ Exit, 

Def. Iwill, my lord. 

Anil. How goes it now? He looks gentler than he did. 

De/. He ſays, he will return immediately; 

And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to diſmiſs you. 

Emil. Diſmiſs me! 

De/. It was his bidding; therefore, good Kall 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 

We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

mil. I would you had never ſeen him! 

Deſ. So would not I ; my love doth fo approve him, 
That even his ſtubbornneſi⸗ his cheeks, and frowns 
(Pr'ythee unpin me) — have grace and favour in them. 

* Zmil, I have laid thoſe ſheets you bade me on 

* the bed. | 
© Def; All's one. Good father! how fooliſh. are our 
minds? | | 
© If I do die before thee, pr'ythee ſhroud me 
In one of thoſe ſame ſheets. 
nil. Come, come, you talk. 
* De/. My mother had a maid called Barbara; 
© She was in love; and he, ſhe lov'd, prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her. She had a ſong of willow, 
An old thing 'twas, but it expreſs'd her fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd finging it. That ſong to-night 
© Will not go from my mind; I have much to do, 
| | But to go hang my head all o' one fide, 
And ſing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee diſpatch, 
8 Emil Shall I go fetch your night gown ? 


« Def, 
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Da. No, unpin me here, — 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 
mil. A very handſome man. 
He. He ſpeaks well. | i 
Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have walk'd 
* barefoot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether lip. 
* De/. The poor ſoul fat ſinging by a ſycamore- tree, 
„Sing all a green willow; [ Singing 
Her hand on her boſom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow: 
The freſh ſtreams ran by her, and murmur'd her 
* moans ; 
Sing willow, Ec. | 
Her ſalt tears fell from her, and ſoften'd the flones ;? 
© Lay by theſe: 
Sing willow, &Cc. 
Willow, willow, &c. 
* Pr'ythee, hye thee; he'll come anon. 
« Sing all a green apa muſt be my garland, 


* Let nobody blame him, 2255 ſcorn I approve. 
' 0 that's not next Hark, who is it that knocks ? 
« Emil, It is the wind. 
© Def. I cal'd my love falſe love; but what ſaid he 
< then ? 
Sing willow, &c. 
© If I court more women, you'll couch with more men. 
So get thee gone, Good night. Mine eyes do itch, 
* Doth that bode weeping ? | | 
* Emil. Tis neither here nor there. 
Dq. J have heard it ſaid ſo.—Oh theſe men, theſe 
men! 
© Doft thou in 1b think, tell me, Emilia, 
That there be women do abuſe their huſbands | 
In ſuch groſs kind? 0 
* Emil, There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion, 
* De/. Wouldſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world? 
* Zmil. Why, would not you ? © þ 
* Def. No, by this heavenly light. | 
* Emil, Nor J neither, by this heavenly light: 
I might do't as well i' the dark. 
D/. Would thou do ſuch a deed for all the world? 
* Emil, The world is a huge thing, 
18 It i is a great price for a ſmall vice. 


D 2 De/. 


Py 


© De/. In troth, I think, thou wouldſt not. 

* /Zmil. In troth, I think, I ſhould ; and undo't when 
© I had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing for 
« a joint-ring; nor for meaſures of lawn, nor for gowns, 
* petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition: * for 
© all the whole world; why, who would not make her 
© huſband a cuckold, to make him a monarch ? I ſhould 
* venture purgatory for't. 

* De). Beſbrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the world; 
and having the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in 
your own world, and you might quickly make it 
right. | 

2956 I do not think there is any ſuch woman. 
Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage, 
© As would ſtore the world they play'd for. 
© But, I do think, it is their huſbands' faults, 

If wives do fall. Say, that they ſlack their duties, 
And pour our treaſures into foreign laps; 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh jealouſies, ; 
© Throwing reſtraint upon us; or, ſay, they ſtrike us; 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpight : 
© Why, we have galls; and though we have ſome grace, 
Vet we have ſome revenge. Let huſbands know, 
© Their wives have ſenſe like them; they ſee and ſmell, 
© And have their palates both for ſweet and ſour, 
ds huſbands have. What is it that they do, 
When they change us for others ? Is it ſport? 
I think it is; and doth affection breed it? 
« | think it doth : Is't frailty that thus errs ? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affections? 
« Deſires for ſports? and frailty, as men have? 
Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 
s The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to. 
5 Deſ. Good night, good night: heaven me ſuch uſage 
© ſend, © | | 
© Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend! 
[ Exeunt. 


i&©T 
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SCENE, 4 Ser. 
Enter Iago and Roderigo. 


IS 0% - 
ERE, ſtand behind this bulk; ſtraight will he 
come: Bil 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick; fear nothing, IIl be at thy elbow.” 
It makes us, or it mars us: thick on that, 
And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. 
Rod. Be near at hand; I may m fea Try in't. 

Tago, tiere at thy hand, be bod and take thy land; 
Rod. | have no great devotion to the deed ; 
Yet he bath given me ſaustying reaf2ns $ —— | 

"Tis but a man _ my ſword. He dies. 

q Sand, a/g*t. 
Igo. I hank rubb'd this yon quat almoit to the ſeuſe, 

And he grows angry.“ Now, whether he kill Caſſio, 

Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain. Live Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reſtitution large 

Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him, 

As giks to Deſdemona. 

It muſt not be :—If Caſſio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, ——M 

That makes me ugly; and, beſides, the Moor 

May untold me to him; there ſtand I in peril, 

No, he mult die: — Be it ſo; 1 hear him coming. 


Enter Caſſio. 
Rod. I know his gair, *tis he.— Villain, thou dieſt. 


He runs at Cailio, and wounds him. 


Caſ. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, 
Bot that my coat is better than thon know'ſt. 


I will make proof of thine. 


Fight. lago cuts Caſſio behind his * and exit, then 


Roderigo and Caſſio fall. 


Rod. Oh, I am lain ! 
Caf. I am maim'd for ever, —Flelp, ho! murder ! 


murder! 
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78 „„ 
| | Enter Othello above. 


Ob. The voice of Caſſio.— Iago keeps his word.” 
Rod. Oh,” villain that I am! 
« 0:4. It is even fo.” 
Ca/. Oh, help, ho! light!“ a ſurgeon! 
Ob. Tis he. O brave Iago, honeſt and juſt, 
* That bath ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teacheſt me—Minion, your dear lies dead; 
* And your fate hies apace.—-Strumpet, I come: 
Forth of my heart thoſe charms, thine eyes, are 
« blotted, 2 5 
* Thy bed, luſt ſtain'd, ſhall with luſt's blood be ſpotted, 
Fit Othello. 


© Enter Lodovico and Gratiano at a «&i/?arce. 


Caf. What, ho! No watch? No paſlazve? Murder, 
murder! 
* Gra. Tis ſome miſchance; the voice is very dire ful, 
Ca. Oh, help! | 
Led. Hark! | 
* Rod, O wretched villain ! | 
Led. Two or three groans, It is a heavy night ; 
« Theſe may be counterteits : let's think't unſafe 
* To come in to the cry without more help.” 


Ned. No body come? then ſhall I bleed to death, 


Enter Tago with 4 ligt and a fword. 


« Lod, Hark | | 

Ga. Here one comes in his ſhirt, with a light and 
weapons. 

4:80. Who's there? Whoſe noiſe is this that cries out 
murder ? | 

Led. We do not know. 

Jago. Do not you hear a cry? 

* Caf, Here, here; for heaven's ſak?, help me. 

* 7:20, What's the matter? 

Ga. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 

Lad. The ſame, indeed; a very valiant fellow. 

Jie. What are you here, that cry ſo grievoully ?? 

Ca}. lago? oh I am ſpoil'd, undone by villains! 

Give me ſome help. | | 


Jago. 
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1:go, Oh me, lieutenant ! what villains have done this? 
Ca/. 1 think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot wake away. 
Jago. Oh treacherous villains ! 
What are you there? Come in, and give ſome help. 
* {To Lod. and Gra.“ 
_ Oh, help me here! 
. That” s one of them. 
Fe O murderous ſlave ! oh villain! Tiago fa bins 
Rod. Oh damn'd Iazo! oh inhuman dog! Oh! 
oh! oh!! 
Jags. Kill men i' the dark? W here be theſe bloody 
thieves ? 
How ſilent is this town ? Ho! murder! murder! 
What may you be? are you of good or evil ? 
Lod. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Togs. Signor Lodovico ? 
Lot. He, Sir. 
Tago, I cry yu mercy : here's Caſſio hurt by villains, 
Gra. Caſſio ? 
Jago. How is it, brother? 
Ce. My leg is cut in two. 
Jago. Marry, heaven forbid ! | 
„Tight, 8 I'II bind it with my ſhirt. 


© Enter Bianca. 


© Bian, What is the matter, ho? who is't that cry'd ? 
Jago. Who is't chat cry'd ? 
© Bian. Oh my dear Caſſio! my ſweet Caffio! - 
Oh Caſio! Caſio! Caſſio! 
lago. O notable ftrumpet! Caſſio, may you (alpedt 
* Who they thould be that have thus mangled you ? 
* Ca}. No. | 
Era. I am ſorry to find you thus: I have been to 
6 ſeek you. 
Jago. Lend me a garter. S0.—Oh for a chair 
© To bear him eaſily hence! | 
© Bian, Alas, he faints: - Oh Caſio! Caſſio! Caſſio! 
lago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this trafh, 
To be a party in this injury. 
* Patience a while, good Caſſio. - Come, come, 
* Lend me a light. Know we this face, * or no?” 


D 4 Alas ! 


— 


80 DSX HxTL 0 


Alas! my friend, and my dear countryman 
Roderigo? No: yes, ſure: yes, tis Roderigo. 
* Gra. What, of Venice? | 
Jago. Even he, Sir; did you know him? 
Gra. Know him? ay. 
lago. Signor Gratiano? | cry your gentle pardon. 
* Theſe bloody accidents muſt excuſe my manners, 
That fo neglected you. | 
Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 
Jago. How do you, Caſſio? Oh, a chair, a chair! 
Gra. Roderigo! | 
lago. He, he, tis he. Oh, that's well ſaid ;—the 
chair. 
* Some good man bear him carefully from hence; 
* I'll fetch the general's ſurgeon, For you, miſtreſs, 
[e Bianca. 
Save you your labour. He that lies ſlain here, Caſſio, 
Was my dear friend, What malice was between you? 
* Caf. None in the world; nor do I know the man. 
Jago [To Bian.] What, look you pale ?—Oh, bear 
him out of the air. | 
Stay you, good gentlemen. — Look you pale, miſtreſs ? 
Do you perceive the gaſtneſs of her eye ? — 


_ © Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 


© Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her; 
© Do you ſee, gentlemen ? Nay, guiltineſs 
Will ſpeak, though tongues were out of uſe.” 


Enter Emilia. 


mil. Alas, what is the matter? 

What is the matter, huſband ? 

Jago. Caſſio has here been ſet on in the dark 

By Roderigo, and fellows that are *ſcap'd : 

He's almoſt ſlain, ana Roderigo dead. | 
Ani Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Caſſio! 
Jago. This is the fruit of whoring.—Pr'ythee, Emilia, 

Go know of Caſſio where he ſupp'd to-night ; — 


What, do you ſhake at that ? 


© Bian, He ſupp'd at my houſe; but I therefore 
« ſhake not. | 


age. Oh, did he ſo? I charge you, go with me. 


Anil. Oh, fie upon thee, ſtrumpet! 


Bias. 
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© Bian, I am no ſtrumpet ; but of life as honeſt 
As you that thus abuſe me. | 
Anil. As |? foh! fie upon thee! | 
Jago. Kind gentlemen, let's go ſee poor Caſſio dreſs'd. 
Come, miſtreſs, you mult tell us another tale.“ 
Zmilia, run you to the citadel, . 
And tell my lord and lady what hath hap'd —— 


Will you go on afore? — This is the night, 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, A ted-chamber: Deſdemona aſleep in bed. 
Enter Othello wwith a light and favord. 


O:h. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul; 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars, 
It is the cauſe ! Vet III not ſhed her blood; 
Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of hers than ſnow, 
And {ſmooth as monumental alabaſter. 

[ Lays down his ſavord, 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and, then—Put out the light! 
If I quench thee, thou flaming maniſter, 
can again thy former light reſtore, 
Should { repent me:“ but once put out thy light, 
Thou cunning'ſt pattern of excelling nature, 
1 know not where is that Promethean heat, 
That can thy light relumine.— [Sets doaun the taten. 
When I have pluck'd thy role, 
I cannot give it vital growth again 
It needs muſt wither. —— I'll ſmell it on the tree; 


[Xing Ber. 
Oh balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade 


Juſtice to break her ſword !—One more, one more. 


| Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 


And love thee after :—once more, and this, the laſt. 
So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I mult weep, 
But they are crue! tears: this ſorrow's heavenly; 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love, —She wakes —— 
De}. Who's there? Othello? 
Oh. Ay, Deſdemona, | 
De. Will you come to bed my lord? 
O04. Have you pray'd ate, Deſdemona ? 2 
Ds De.” 
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Po Ay, my lord. 

Oth. It you bethink yourſelf of any crime 
 Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 

Solicit for it ſtraight. 

De/. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that? | 

Oth. Well, do it, and be brief. I will walk by. 
I would not kill thy unprepared ſpirit ; 

No- heavens forefend ! I would not kill thy ſoul. 

De/. Talk you of killing? 

Oh. Ay, Ido. 

Def. Then heaven have mercy on me! 

O-. Amen, with all my heart. 

De/. If you ſay fo, 1 hope you will not kill me. 

Orb. Hum. 

D/. And yet ! fear on; for you are fatal then, 
When your eyes Why I ſhould fear, I know not, 
Since guilt I '{ - © but? yet, I feel, I fear. 

O:h, Think o on thy fins. 

De/. They are loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou dieſt. 

Deſ. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. 


1 5 - Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether lip? 


Some bloody paflion ſhakes your very frame: 
- Thele are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Orth. Peace, and be ſtill! | 
Def, I will ſo. What's the matter? 

Otßb. That haudkerchief 

Which I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caſſio. 

= No, by my life and foul ,—Send for the man, 
And aſk him. 

O:h. Sweet ſoul, take heed, take heed of perjury 3 
Thou art on thy death- bed. : 

Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Tes, preſently; | 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy ſin; 
For to deny each article with oath, | 
Cannot remove, nor choak, the ſtrong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

De/. Oh, heaven have mercy on me! 

O.. 1 ſ: y, Amen. 

De/. And have you mercy too k never did 
;Offena you in my life; never loy'd Caſſio, 


But 
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Bat with ſuch general warranty of heaven, 
As I might love. I never gave him token. 
01h. By heaven, I ſaw my handkerchief in's hand, 
Oh perjur'd woman! thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
And mak'ſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A murder, which it thought a ſacrifice. 
I] ſaw the handkerchief. 
Deſ. He found it then: 
I never gave it him ;—ſend for him hither, 
Let him confeſs a truth. 
Oth. He hath confeſs'd. 
De. What, my lord? 
Orth. That he-hath — ns'd thee, 
De/. How ? unlawfully ? 
Orb. Ay. 
Deſ. He will not ſay fo. 
Oth, No, his mouth is ſtop yr 
Honeſt Iago hath ta'en order for't. 


Deſ. My tear interprets then.—W hat, is he dead! 


O,. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 


Had ſtomach for them all. 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 


0:4, Out, ſtrumpet! Weep thou for him to my 


face ? 

D-/. Oh baniſh me, my lord, but kill me not. 
0th, Down, ſtrumpet! 

De). Kill me to-morrow, but let me live to-night. 

Oth. Nay, if you ſtrive 

De/. But half an hour, 

©:h, Being done, there is no pauſe. 

Deſ. But while I ſay one prayer. 


0h. It is too late. [| He fmathers ber. 


Emilia without the door. 


mil. My lord, my lord! What ho! my lord, 
lord! 


O/ b. What noiſe is this? Not dead? not yet quite 


Er 
J, that am cruel, am yet merciful; 
T would not have thee linger in thy pain, 
80, | 
Emil, within] What ho! my lord, wy lord! 


my 
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” Emil. Ob, who hath done this deed? 
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Oth. Who's there? 2 
nil. Oh, my good lord, I would ſpeak a word 
with you. | | | 

Orth. Yes—'tis Amilia.—By and by.— She's dead. 
Tis like, ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; 
The noiſe was high. —Ha ! no more moving? _ 
Still as the grave. —Shall ſhe come in? Were't good? 
J think ſhe ftirs again. —No, What's the bet ? 


If ſhe come in, ſhe'll, ſure, ſpeak to my wife. 


My wife! my wife! What wife? I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! oh heavy hour! 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of ſun and moon, and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 
mil. I * do? beſeech you, I may ſpeak with you. 
Oh, good wy lord | 
Oth. I had forgo* ; ch, ' come in, Emilia. 
« Soft. —By and by. — Let me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now? 
| { Unlocks the door. 


Enter Emilia. 


Emil. Oh, my good lord, yonder foul murder's done. 
Oh. What? now? 
Emil. But now, my lord? 
Orth. It is the very error of the moon; 
She comes more near the earth than ſne was wont, 


And makes men mad. 


nil. Caſſio, my lord, hath kill'd 


A young Venetian, called Roderigo. 


Oh. Roderigo killed? and Caſſio kill'd? 
LEmil. No, Caſſio is not kill'd ? | 
O:h. Not Caſſio killed? Then murder's out of 
tune, | | 
And ſweet revenge grows harſh. 
Deſ. Oh falſly, falſly murder'd ! 
Emil. Alas! what cry is that ? 
Orb, That! what? | 
Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady's voice, 


5 Help! help, ho! help! oh lady, ſpeak again! 


Sweet Deſdemona ! oh ſweet miſtre(s, ſpezk ! 
De/. A guiltleſs death I die. | 


Do 


Deſ. Nobody; I myſelf; farewell : ” 
Commend me to my kind lord. Oh, farewell, [ De, 
Otb. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murder'd? = 0 14 4 
mil. Alas ! who knows? 
Oth. You heard her ſay herſelf it was not J. 
Emil. She ſaid ſo; I muſt needs report the truth. 
0h. She's like a liar gone to burning hell; 
*T was I that kill'd her. 
Anil. Oh, the more angel ſhe, 
And thou the blacker devil. 
O:h. She turn'd to folly, and ſhe was a whore. 
Emil, Thou doſt belie her, and thou art a devil, 
Oh, She was falſe as water. 
Emil. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſay 
That the was falſe. — Oh, ſhe was heavenly true! 
O:h. Caſſio did uſe "Iva ; aſk Auſband elle; 
Oh, I were damn'd beneath ail de in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt ents 
To this extremity. Thy huſband kney it all. 
Anil. My huſband ? 
Oh, Thy huſband. 
Anil. That the was falſe to wedlock ? 
O:4. Ay, with Cafſio, Had ſhe been true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world, 
Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, 
I'd not have fold her for it. 
mil. My huſband ? 
* 0th. Ay, *twaſhe that told me firſt ; 
© An honeſt man he is, and hates the lime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds.” 
ZE mil. My hutband ? : 
Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? 
I ſay, thy huſband? |, 
Anil. Oh, miſtreſs! villainy has made mocks with 
* lov®, | 
© My huſband fay that ſhe was falſe? 
. woman; 
* I ſay, thy huſband ;* do'ſt underſtand the word? 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeſt lago. 
Emil. Tf he ſay fo, may his pernicious ſoul . 0 
Rot half a grain a day! he lics to the heart. | 
She was too fond of her moſt " bargain. f 
Oth, Ha! ö 
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mil. Do thy worſt, 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 

Orth. Peace, you were beſt. 

mil. I hou haſt not half that power to do me bann 
As I have to be hurt. Oh gull ! oh dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! thou haſt done a deed 
I care not for thy ſword, I'Il make thee — 
Though I loſt twenty lives. — Help! help, ho! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my miſtreſs: murder! murder! 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, lago, and others. 


Mon. What ie: matter ?? How now, general? | 
Anil. Oh, + come, Iago? you have ne 
well, 
That men maſt lay cheir 8 on your neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ? 
Emil. Diſprove this, villain, if thou be'ſt a man; 
He ſays, thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe: 
I know, thou did not; thou'rt not ſuch a villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
Jago. I told him what 1 thought; and told no more 
T "Gin what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
mil. But did you ever tell him ſhe was falſe ? 
Jago. I did, 
Emil. You told a lie; an odious, damned lie: 
Upon my ſoul, a lie; a wicked lie. 
She falſe with Caſſio !—Did you ſay with Caſſio? 
Iago. With Caſſio, miſtreſs. © * Go to; charm your 
tongue. 
« Emil, 1 will not charm my tongue ; ; Iam. woung to 
« ſpeak ; 
My miſtreſs lies here murder'd in her bed. 
| 1 Oh heavens forefend! 
Anil. And your reports have ſet the aer on. 
* Oth, Nay, ſtare not, maſters.—It is true, indeed. 
* Gra. Tis a ſtrange truth. 
Mon. Oh monſtrous act! 
E mil. Villainy, villainy, villainy ! 
think upon't I think—T ſmell't—Oh-villainy ! 
61 thought {fo then—PH kill myſelf for Srief.— 
By ee villainy, villainy !“ 


6 Ingo. 
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Lage.“ What, are you mad! 2 I charge you, get you 


home, 
Amil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to peak. 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 
Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 


Orb. Oh! oh! oh!  [Orbello lcoking on his Wife, | 


Anil. Nay, lay thee down and roar; 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt innocent 
That e'er did lift up eye. 

Othb. Oh, ſhe was foul! 
I ſcarce did know you, uncle. There lies your niece, 
| Whoſe breath, indeed, theſe hands have newly ſtopp'd. 
I keow this act ſhews horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Deſdemona! I am gid thy father's dead: 
Thy match was mortal to bim , pure grief 
© Shore his old thread in twair.** Did he live now, 
This fight would make him do a Geiperate turn; 

Vea, curſe his better angel from his ide, 
And fall to reprobation. 
Oh. Tis pitiful : but yet Tago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſſio had the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſio confeſs'd it; 
And ſhe did gratity his amorous works, 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his hand; 
It was an handkerchief, an antique token 
| My father gave my mother. 

Amil. Oh heaven! oh heavenly powers! 

* /ago Come, hold your peace. 

e Emil, ? Twill out, 'twill out; hold my peace? 

„„ RO? 
* No, T will ſpeak as liberal as the north; 
: " Lot heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 

All, a'l cry ſhame againſt me, yet PII ſpeak. 

5 Tape. Be wiſe, and get you home. 

Ami, | will not. [ {ago Gers to flab his wife, 


* Gra, Fie! your ſword upon a woman? 


Ami. Oh, thou dull Moor!“ That handkerchief, . 


thou ſpeak'ſt of, 
I found by . *nondy and did give my huſband; 
For often, with a ſolemn earceftneſs, 
(More than, indeed, belong'd to ſuch a trifle) 
He begg'd of me to ſteal it, 
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© Tago. Villainous whore! 
* Emil. She give it Cafſio !—alas, I found it, 
© And I did give it my huſband.” 
Jago. Filth, thou lieſt. 
nil. By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentlemen. 
Oh murd'rous coxcomb! what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good a wife? | 
[ago flabs his wife, then runs out. 
O:h. Are there no ſtones in heaven, 
But what ſerve for the thunder? Precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls; ſure, he has kill'd his wife, 
Anil Ay, ah: oh, lay me by my miſtreſs” ſide. 
© Gra, He's gone; but his wife's kill d. | 
Mon. "Tis a notorious villain,* Take this weapon, 


Which I have here'r2cuui, 3 from the Moor : 


Come, guard the d dir Hut; let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather. after that ſame villain, 


For 'tis a damned {lave.? [Exeunt Mon, and Gra. 


Otb. I am not valiant neither; 
But every puny whipſter gets my ſword. 


But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty ? 


Let it go all. 
Emil. What did thy ſong bode, lady? 


Hark, can'ſt thou hear me? I will play the ſwan, 

© And die in muſick. Willow, willow, willow. 

Moor, ſhe was chaſte; ſhe loy'd thee, cruel Moor: 

So come my ſoul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 

So ſpeaking as I think, I die—l die, [Emilia FY 
Oh. I have another weapon in this chamber; 

It was a ſword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper ; 


Oh, here it is. -—- Uncle, I muſt come forth. 
Gra. [within.] If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee 
dear; 


Thou haſt no weapon „and perforce muſt ſuffer. 
Oh. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 


Or, naked as I am, I will aſſault thee, 
Re-enter Gratiano. 


Gra. What is the matter ? 
Orth. Behold ! I have a weapon: 


A better never did itſelf ſuſtain 
pon a ſoldier's thigh, I have ſeen the day, 


That, 
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That, with this ſingle arm, and this good ſword, | | 

I have made my way through more impediments "4 

Than twenty times your ſtop:—but, oh vain boaſt! | "LM 

Who can controul his fate? *tis not ſo now. —— 

ge not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon d; | 

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 

The very ſea-mark of my utmoſt fail. | 
Do you go back diſmay'd ? *tis a loſt fear: *1 

Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt, 

And he retires, — Where ſhould Othello go? { 

Now -- how doſt thou look now? oh 1l]-ſtarr'd wench! 14 

Pale as thy ſmock! When we ſhall meet at compt, 4 

This look of thine will hurl my ſoul from heaven, 

And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl? 

Even like thy chaftity. 

O curſed, curſed ſlave !' — Vu. ye devils, 

From the poſſeſſion of this heaven ſight! 

Blow me about in winds! roaſt me in ſulphur! 

Waſh me in teen gulfs of liquid fite! 

Oh Deſdemona ! Deſdemona ! dead ! 

Dead! oh! oh! oh! _ 


Enter Ledovico, Caſſio brought in, Montano with Tago 
priſoner, and Officers, | 


Lod. Where is this raſh and moſt unfortunate man? 
O,. That's he that was Othello: here I am.“ 
Lod, Where is that viper? Bring the villain forth. _ 
Oh. I look down towards his feet; but that's a fable. 
If that thou be'ſt a devil, I cannot kill the. 
| [Othello awounds Iago. 
Lod, Wrench his ſword from him. | 4 
Iago. I bleed, Sir, but am not kilPd. 
Oth. T am not ſorry, neither. I'd have thee live; 
For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſs to die. 
| Led. Oh thou, Othello, that waſt once ſo good, 
Fall'n in the practice of a curſed ſlave, 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? 
Oh. Why, any thing: 
An honourable murderer, if you will; 
For naught I did in hate, but all in honour. 
Lod. This wretch hath part confeſs'd his villainy. 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſio's death? 


90 nner , 
Orth. Ay. . 
Caſ. Dear general, 1 never gave you cauſe. 
Och. I do believe it, and I aſk your pardon. 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi devil, 
Why he has thus enſnar'd my ſoul and body ? 
Lago. Demand me nothing: what you know, you 
know. 
From thi: tine forth I never will ſpeak word. 
Tod. What? not to pray? 
Gra. Torments wil! ope your lips.“ 
f O:b. Well, thou doſt beſt. 
5 Led. Sir, you ſhall underſtand what hath befall'n, 
| Which, as 1 think, you know not, Here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket oft the lain Roderigo ; 
And here another: the gg of them imports 
The death of Caſſio 0 be ndertook 
By Roderigo. 
. Cth. On villain! 
© Caf. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt grofs !“ 
Led. Now, here's another d ſcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too: and this, it ſeems, 
Roderigo meant to have ſent this damned villain; 
But that, belike, 1:go in the interim 
Came in and ſatisfied him. 
Oth. O thou pernicious caitiff— 
How came you, Caſſio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 
Caf. I found it in my chamber: 
And he himſelf confeſs'd, but even now, 
That there he dropp'd it, for a ſpecial purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his defire. 
O:th, Oh tool, fool, fool ! | 
Ca/. There is, beſides, in ee s letter, 
How he upbraids Iago that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was caſt. And even but' now, he ſpake, 
After long fecming- dead, Iago hurt him, 
| lago ſet him on. 
uod. You muſt forſake this room, and go with us; 
Four power and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this ſlave, 
ùVß If there be any cunning cruelty, 
XD * 21 hat can torment him much, and hold him long, 
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It ſhall be his. Away with him. [ Exit Iago guarded, 8 be” 

You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, _ 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 8 

To the Venetian ſtate : — come, bring away. | 

Ot. Soft you; a word or two before you go. ; 

J have done the ſtate ſome ſe rvice, and they Know itz 

No more of that.—! pray, in your letters, | 

When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate, 

Nor ſet down aught in malice. Then muſt you FEY 

Of one; that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 

Of one, not eafily jealous, but, being wrought, | 

Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whoſe hand, 

J. ik e the baſe Judean, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe ſubdued eyes, 

Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 

Drops tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal pum. Set you down this: 
And ſay, beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the ſtate, | 

I took by the throat the circumciſed dog, | 

And ſmote him thus, [Stabs Bimſelf, 

Lad. Oh bloody period! Des. 
Gra. All that is ſpoke, is marr'd. 


* 0:4. ] kiſs'd thee, ere I kill d thee, No way but 
"© 2 > [ Falling upon Deſdem. 
Killing myſelf to die upon a kiſs.” [ Dies, 


* Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon, 
* For he was of great heart. 

Lod. Oh Spartan dog! 
More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the fea! . 
* Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work: the object poiſons ght 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Ade 
And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, | 
For they ſucceed to you. To you, lord governor, 3 
Remains the cenſure of this helliſh villain; Wy 
The time, the place, the torture;—Oh ! inforce it! 
Myſelf will ftraight aboard; and to the ſtate 8 
This beavy act, with heavy heart, relate. Eeunt, 
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